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J1J.EADER! in these fastidious days, 'tis 
fagging- work f acquire the bays — which bays^ 
or laurels, my dear honey! means nothing mcMre 
than getting money : for any one may knock me 
down, if e'er I ape to wear a crown, whether 
composed of gems and gold, or vegetable leaves 
from mould, on poets' brows in pictures seen, 
and flirted there in brown or green. Pray f do 
you wish to know the reas'n, why, in this 

» 

poetic season, / do what Pope, with powers 
so great, and Madan, Spencer, dar'd trans- 
late, (IMl state the case of conscience tender, 
as Saul once did to Witch of Endor,) pathe- 
tically beautiful? 'Tis this--^' cause ev'ry 
common skull can't apprehend the true su- 
blime, nor to such heights would ever climb; 
though, 'tis ^' the Go," or I'm mistaken, to 



IV 

Byron read, quote Locke and Bacon, 
among the fashionable folks ; but don't you 
see through all such jokes ? Their wits are 
no more up to these than I am like to Her- 
cules, him that they've christened the Far- 
nese, who so astonishes in's shoulders all 
weakly, deKcate beholders. To suit the ac- 
tion to the word, this hudibrastic garb we 
gird about our rhyming loins, that all may say^ 
^ The man sings true, though small, and may 
•^ be, (all he writes, or says,) with easeperujs'd 
** ill a post chaise ; or when one's trav'Uing in 
^* a dilly, taking a jaunt with any filly, or if 
^^ you like, with Cousin Billy, can understand, 
^ and read, and look, as in churchwarden's 
^ large pray'r-book."— We've no hard words, 
no i Greek intrude, no ^^ Bodsbeck" Scottish 
jargon rude,-~which is by frequent using 
made, blunt as an egg, and dull as lead, mak- 
ing the' restiess reader stare,— of all these 
things We^ve bad a care ; easy and smooth as 
Vyse^i SpeUing, Dil worth's or Murray's, al- 
ways selling; Gods! if our Book would go 



off so, we should indeed cry, tally ho ! and if 
with dogs' ears be so thumbed, conclude our 
sprightly muse not numbM. That we don't 
write to please the learn'd, will be most readily 
discerned, — they're never pleas'd, ungrateful 
elves ! except byr what they write themselves^ 
claim now relationship, like brother, and gra- 
ciously puff off each other, as ye may see in 
those reviews, so lick dust to all royal crews, 
waging their Antijac. defiance to those who 
doubt th' holy alliance ; a non-resistance kind 
of people, 'full of submission, and so supple, 
with low MacQycophantic iscrapes to those in 
pow'r — and much like apes ! making the very 
augels weep, how well they dress, how sound 
they sleep ! Nor do « I here expose the 
freaks' of Dandies, Exquisites, or Greeks, 
(though ever since I went to school, I look'd 
intolerably cool on ev'ry fortunate great fool), 
^uck up in. shape like our hour-glasses, with 
collar'd shirts like ears of asses, more stiff 
than Banquo's bloody ghost, or gun-inverted 
iron post, do strut and fret their dull hour so 
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tip Bond-Street, or down Rotten-Row : soon 
as the moon's brushed up her lamp, these 
gentlemen are on the scamp, a sort of white- 
hat Sybarites, who shine most glorious out at 
nights, and shew such wond'rous jolly airs, 
waging dread war at window-squares; near 
off the balance at both ends — when wine has 
mounted, wit descends, — that is, if any there 
before, for now 'tis voted quite a hore^ among 
these valiant Bobadillians, who nightly dance 
these street-cotillions; " Still keep it up! 
" and shew your mettle ! for ye have where" 
" withal to settle/'* frighten the ladies with 
suff. quantum, and then be off like rantum 
scantum ; pale fear, if Champaigne does not 
back you, is always ready to attack you, un- 
less, indeed, as sly as foxes, you've nail'd the 
watchmen in their boxes ! Now having read, 
and felt likewise, that life's career is blent 
with sighs, chequered like almanack, (that 
paints birth*days of royal sinners, saints; virho 
are thus strangely got together, like flocks of 
birds in frosty weather) with much affliction 



til 

and misbap--pray bear with a well-meaning 
chap ! who drives care, grief, those more than 
dreams, into the Nepenthean streams, and 
tries t'expand your laugliing muscles, whether 
in London, Pabisj Brussells, or whereso- 
ever you may roam, (though you'd much 
better stay at home, for many will, when 
they're return*d,find themselves, like AcTiEON, 
horn'd !) We court good-humour and indul- 
gence, shew it, like Sol, in broad refulgence ! 
Don't break a fly upon the rack ! or blocks of 
wood with razor hack ! To such as are dis- 
pos'd to laugh, the thing's ridiculous enough, 
and really we've no pretension, that it is 
worthy of attention, beyond the merry sort of 
knowledge we've pick'd up when at Momus 
College. If good intents can't favour plead, 
then let your pity take the. lead, — though it's 
a thing I hate most vilely, and ne'er bestow 
it, except slily, for open-mouth'd it makes 
me sick, it savours so'f deceit and trick. Nor 
style nor diction is assum'd, but much good- 
nature, 'tis presum'd ; no epics dwarf, nqr 
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^^ Beppo'' verses, like garden chairs, and 
splendid hearses, having such length of tail 
behind, — ^but he who rides and reads — may 
find, (though not exactly the travestie) a 
something to appease the testy, that fractious, 
grumbling, peevish fry, Heautontimoreumeni ! 
having blue devils' tedium vitae, ennui, so 
gloomy and unflighty, a never to be pleased 
folk, and only to be caught— by joke! Though 
written in the burlesque style, so calculated 
for a smile, you have it in versification, but 
by no means in the narration, for all we've 
said's historical, though in the way calPd 
comical; — no mortal will have cause to cry, 

m 

or— We've abus'd them with a lie ! We don't 
pretend to rhyme and reason, when virtue's 
nearly out of season ! a^qd yet 'tis possible 
you'll stare at spice of satire here and there, 
and say, I lay about and claw, as Sampson did 
with ass's jaw ! declaring in an angry fleer, 
there's many a foolish trifle here; yet for 
my own part, you shall find, I have no malice 
in my mind, nor do I mean to stick at small 
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thing8-*-let*s therefore try to settle all things. 
Here's none of ** Harrold's'* sombre strains, 
who feels inexplicable pains, tinging one's 
soul with hue unholy — " a green and yellow 
".melancholy ;"—*none of " Kehama's*' run- 
awaying,— or " Brother Dick and Sam/' 
wbo're playing,— or *' Alice Fells/'— or 
'* Asses braying !"-— these dulcet, or dactylic 
s6unds, would make my merry muse cry, 
zounds ! and we oft think that dull iambic 
would make a skipping mountain ram,' sick, --*- 
And for th' thing call'd Alexandrine, in 
width like broad cloth super6ne, — 'twould do 
for Pybus, Burgess, welt, or Colsridge^is 
fam'd " Christabelle /' those gents — re- 
semble certain fowl, which when on wing 
fly cheek by jowl ! The Lakish sin by th' 
one invented, so please the other, so contented, 

that readily he will allow it, and frequently 

# 

add something to it, by which 'twill daily 
greater grow, as snowballs do when rotl'd in 
snow- No! for the honour of our hou&e, we 
boh ! to ev'ry lakish goose. Siich as it is. 



give I t6 thee, that is — by paying the usual 
fee ! Allow me, all who have read Moors, 
Monk Lewis, and some dozens more, to say, 
(I do it to relieve ye !) Fm not indelicate, be- 
lieve me ! If I do violate decorum, bring me 
before the King's Bench forum; aye, e'en 
before the Lord Chief Justice, or twenty 
diyan'd rusty fusties, and let my awful visita* 
tion take place soon after long vacation, — yes, 
and then let. Field Marshal Jones incarcerate 
a poet's bones ! Aye, Til endure all legal 
spite if I find favour in your sight : — yet hold ! 
for some are bold t'allege, ^^ 'Tis dang'rous 
'^ playing with tool's edge, to dare to rouse 
** the sleeping bear, let slip the legal dogs of 
war, (worse than the filing of a saw, or 
cutting corks to sens'tive jaw), see thirty- 
sixth of Geoi^e the Third, in chapter fifty, 
" as I've heard ; do you, because of late 
some's got free, expect you'll ever coine 
off Scot free ? By Jove ! how little are 
you knowing, how this will tend to your 
undoing ! It is most possible your pate 









'^ ni find wrong side of iron grate ! Is't 
" fitting then that you provoke *em ? No ! 
" rather cherish *em and stroke 'em/' Thank 
you, my most considerate friend! and may the 
gods all prosp'rous send to you, and thousands 
more, forsooth, the brains to comprehend said 
truth; that we may know all in a trice^ as 
smooth as school-boys slide o'er ice, (for many 
finding it is so, are at their wits'end what to 
do!) of Mansfield's doctrine about libel, 
which, if its true as any Bible, you suffer just 
the same conviction, as if the whole was ar- 
rant fiction ! besides, what point to-day is 
true, perhaps to-morrow is not so, for when 
the contrary's reveal'd, by it the former truth's 
repeal'd ; — iox instance, my own faith has 
been just what would please the king and 
queen ! and none in this can be censorious, 
their reign has been so very glorious ; — and 
what is worse than contradiction? this age 
cannot be guU'd by fiction ! Thus Truth 
and Falsehood, hand in hand, stalk forth in 
this enlighten'd land, like owls, preferring 
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noon of'night to the meridian sun's fine light; 
Yet surely all this hocuiB pocus is most pro- 
voking/ .^in^ jocus^ — and by and by, if we 
don't mend on' tv some will be hang'd at 
length, depend on't. Oh, Jove! pray to the 
rest impart a piece of my undaunted heart, 
(for hav'ng no pension, ne'er shall cease to 
speak my mind in war or peace) ; that au- 
thors be no' more in pucker, but plead the 
truth like Polly Tucker ! she who on 
poor Judge Gurney fell, so bold and vixeti- 
like, pell mell ; (counsel to plead now's all a 
fudge, unless they have the ear of judge !) 

Mark how J- e B «, in the end, 

took care of brother judge, his friend ! (but 
here I'd have it understood, though he looks 
blue,, his heart is good), and dar'd to stop a 
woman's tongue— a vain attempt, and very 
wrong ; and though he may be judge of law, 
Tm sure be is no judge of jaw^ to atop a wo<- 
man in the middle, is worse than play'ng the 

cat and fiddle; sure B can be no 

great shakes! when thus he no distinction 
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makes — he might know female speech oe'er 
quakes, except indeed, as ^' silent woman,'' 

a mere sign-board, now very common — " asi- 

'* lent woman, sir ! you said ; pray was she 

*^ painted without head ?" Yes, sir ! she was, 

you never read on, a silent woman with her 

head on ! Besides, you know, there's hoo^ht 

but speaking can keep a woman's heart from 

breaking : when judge desires to stop the 

tongue of man or wonian, right or wrong, he 

ought t' expect from their vex'd skulls a noise 

exceeding Basan's bulls! for first no louder 

than a fly, in half an hour t'will soar so high, 

their noise will r'ally reach the sky, and the 

recording angel say, " Give those on trial. Sir! 

fair play ! . if what tfiey urge is r'ally true--- 

give ev'ry devil. Sir! his due." As to the 

charming theme I've chosen, 'tis not for ye 

Platonic ! frozsen ! who frown at women's 

" taking ways," like " Vice Svppressi&n'' in 

these days, who strain at gnats, and swaHow 

camels, and little Gobs get in their trammels, 

letting great Goes no vengeance feel,-~thus 
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breaking fly upon the wheel ! who dancing 
servants-maids quite loathing — let gentlefolks 
shew all for nothing ; who, while the first 
dance Moll i'the Wad, put their light heels 
straight into quod ! but ladies at Argyle's, 
Almack's, may shew their bosoms, knees, 
and backs, and waltz the Devil among the 
tailors, so huggingly, t' would crimson sailors! 
Thus Vice Suppression's vast good nature, 
please great folks so, that ev'ry creature, laud 

the good motives of this board, but we • 

deliver us good Lord! And we may add. Lord 
help the founder ! the club must fall as flat as 
flounder. 

This story is not meant for those, who look 
demure, and wear black clothes ; who when 
a merry nob doth teem, with any larhish^ lively 
theme, causing that funny thing, caird laugh- 
ter, t' expand our mouths, our eyes to water, 
cry Jacobin ! a plot ! the devil I as if, there 
was the smallest evil, in making ourselves 
agreeable, to knights of pulpit and the stable. 
I hate far worse than crime of— arson, a young, 
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or old fox-hunting parson, who looks more 
fierce than Kotz'bue*s " Stranger/' when he 
cries out the " Church in danger !'* and then 
with furious zeal and drink, sits down, and 
calb for pen . and ink, and nat' rally for paper 
too, for ink without it would not do ; pen 
ink and paper being brought, a bottle too of 
crusted Port, which church-in-danger folks 
delight in, in arguing plots, or down 'em writing, 
and many modems still do think, their traest 
spirit's, in the drink : wine whets the wit, and 
then, why not —their double seeing eyas a plot? 
Books pro andcon fly out in print, like leeches 
gorg'd, — with argument ! the wolf however, 
can't so put on the sheep's skin, as to pass 
for mutton ! " Do such sly rogues of reformat 
^' tion the pest of our's, and every nation, can 
^* such' a loaves and fishes crew, disturb so 
. " grave a man as you ? I own it does, noiy ho- 
nest friend ! but may Jove grant that in t|)e 
end, hypocrisy may neer take root, in this our 
land, which, like the fruit that turn'd to bit- 
ter ashes, dust, England will feel the most 
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accurst ! Time benee, I W// directions follow, 
and thou sbalt be my gredt ApoLto I to 
sutoh, I'd also say beside, your airs, ^nd conse- 
(tuence, and pride, make me suspect you're 
noto'th' cburcb, humility's so left i'th' lurch, 
and if I let these scarf tricks pass, the world 
sball write me down an ass. " Woa ! friend ! 
'^ nor let your:rumbling thunder, now make 
'^ the hypocrites knock under; L really cannot 
^^ strfifer you. to do't, and hang me if I do ! 
'? You're like ten hungry half stary'd Cats, 
*^ who long to be among the rats ; your cou- 
«« rage really mounts so high, it does not 
'^ seem to walk, but fly ! but if in aught that 
^^ courage fail ye, depend upon it, they will 
** nail ye !" Why, my dear Sir ! don't you 
well know, these persons all will make a raw ? 
When my advertisements apprise, they'll turn 
the whites of both their eyes, up to th' expanse 
of afzure skies, that Abeillaad and Heloise, 
should* 'be brought in days like these? and 
'stead returning good for evil, consign me 
headlong to the Devil ! Sweet sir, far as it 
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goes 'tis good^ as any sermon you e'er stood, 
in any pulpit high to preach, and if you 
practice what you teach, .youMl not detect im- 
moral fault,— e'en charity will bid you halt : — 
if you think my sense wrong, pray know, I 
may think your sense wrong also, so that if 
neither side comply, we must contend eternal- 
ly,^ — and 1 don't think that spririt holy, which 
makes folks always melancholy ! Eigo, when 
the whole town is bad, bly the strains may do 
more good, — than sad^ and will too, if I'm 
understood ; I beg you'd therefore be so good, 
to read the whole before your temper, which 
is so criticising, semper! betrays you so, — 
before you know me — (as vacant Liston 
says,) — " Then — blow me !" 



ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 



CANTO I. 



ARGUMENT. 

There always is an introdaction to every book, and a dedaction from 
such a practice would, I fear, bring all the critics far and near upon 
my poor devoted head ; but are such programmes ever read ? well, 
if they are, why then here goes, — ^the first thing that the author shews, 
is that he then invokes some god, to give his muse th' assenting 
ndd^ 19614 Ahlthlr ifie^ ^e ad at ^A\^ tUbre ^Ujlni oil t^^ir old 
vagaries, or now assisting in the grapple that's getting up at Aix 
la Chapelle, — he's much in doubt, for no reply as yet hath reach'd 
his car or eye. He then peep'd into Lemprxbbb, to find what sort 
of folks they were, and he and Tooke describe the Heavens, so much 
at sizes and at scvnis, iiiat as fbt tooktng thus up stairs to patro- 
nize his small afEairs, is all a joke ; thus invocation begun on heavenly 
foundation, is mere infatuation, ends as a letter does that's sent to 
minister of government, who never yet once deign'd reply, if nothing 
could be got thereby. Tl|e obth^r, tbltre^re, you will see de^ms all 
the squad, nonentity !-— Ton'U find he's wonderful inventive long as 
he finds the world attentive ; yet does not rashly give advice in cases 
difficult and nice,— or of opinion tell what his was in certain matters 
such as this was ; — but of the History none at first upon your 
wondering eyes will burst,— but after Book I. peroration, — then 
begins his soft narration ! 
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CANTO L 

\JF mighty Love, and of those two^ 

'Bout whom there's been so much ado 

I sing; of on^ nam'd Abjbillaed, 

And HjBiiOUA, Fullbbrt's ward; 

A pair of lovers maids bewail. 

Whose sympathetic tears exhale. 

When reading such a tragic tale. 

As well they may, for. it's all true. 

Although the burthen's, doodle doo ! 

It really is as lamentable. 

As any thou thyself art able. 

To find in all thy various reading. 

With patience judge, and shew good breediqg; 



How to undo^ and when undone. 
Has been the theme of many a song. 
And will again, till times shall mend. 
And to our speedy succour send 
Especial antidotes to Ovid, 
And Littlb's Poems, quite as horrid, — 
Both in their way alike, and civil. 
Driving one's morals to the devil. 
But who shall I, who treat of Love, 
Invoke of all the Gods above. 
Can I address perfidious -Jove ? 
The God of all Inconstancy, 
Who took to ev'ry girl a fancy. 
Bribing Danab with show'rs of gold, 
(A most prevailing way, Vm told. 
For well-fiird purse to girl, or Man, 
Will oft succeed, when nought else can ;) 
To EuRopA, a rampant Bull, 
But whips in Luck's name was her skull. 
Thus to suppose herself a cow. 
And then be overcome any how ? 
To Lbda the said God made oath. 
He was a swan, she nothing loath, 
Fondled the bird without alarms. 
Somehow 'twas Jovb got in her arms : 



And now the ambient cloud he weais> 
In spite of lo's tears and pray'rs^ 
Who relish'd not embraces damp, 
Enough to give a* nymph the cramp^ — 
Yet to the God, in duty bound. 
Though there was neither sense nor sound,. 
In all this unsubstantial wooing. 
And strange atrial sort of cooing, 
Submitted to his Highness' pow'r, 
(What melting moments in an hour !) 
Jove play'd his part in Love*s behest, 
Then rain'd on earth, and went to rest ;— 
Yet be it added, these soft show'rs 
RaisM some green peas, and qauliflowers. 
And some score hundred sparrow-grass^ 
As it's now caird by. every ass ; 
Still in love's devious lures he'd pant. 
Wooing Clytoris as an ant. 
Creeping on all fours thus his way. 
An odd and doubtful shape, you'll say y 
. Then to Alcmena, lovely creature,. 
Taking her husband's form and feature^ 
Who thus deceiv'd, was not to blame. 
He play'd a new uncommon game. 
As if he need require fresh strength,. 
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Stretch'd out the night to twice its length. 
Confounding thus all times, degrees, 
In forging of young Hbrcui^ss :-^ 
It was not long before report 
Flew up to th' ears of Juno's court, 
And gave account what Jove thus did, 
Such deeds as these are seldom hid. 
Thus then how dare we Jovb invoke, 
Who turn'd all Love into a joke ? 
Whether with dozens or ten score. 
It matters not, or less or more^ 
Running all day from this to that. 
Toying with women, thin or fat, 
(But ever from old maidish frumps 
Was wont to stir his heavenly stumps), . 
Or young, or old, or black, or brown. 
Whether in heaven, or in town. 
In Galaxy, or Wapping Stairs, 
He issue J6in'd, in such afiairs ; 
We therefore leave this God of pleasure 
To kiss his doxies at his leisure. 
But think if he'd been lame o' foot. 
With that genteel disease the gout. 
His Lordship might have left off loving. 
And go his rounds no more a-roving. 
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Poor JcJNO^ l}}£p dts^e^rtpd w}fp, 

With truanf Jpv^ji iq c^a&eLess strife, 

Led but a sorry sprt of Ufi^ ; 

So do I k^pw a marriied frieod} 

Whose morals^ and wh<^e |ife, God Jffi^\^d 1 

Reach hon^p each mprii 'tiyixt one j^i|(J two, 

Spending tb^ pight ^ am&^^ 

Softly slip in tb^ slreetrdQpr )cey, 

Then gently bend |ip st9lf/$ the knee, 

To her for whom hi^ vows were pligbtfsd, 

(He's evVy nigbt^Utee ^m b«»|ght'd), 

Who^ nojt con^^Qt wMth >whf^'$ ^t honiie, 

With other ladies love to roam ;-;- 

Whether a certain cf^^rtain le^i^e 

To such a husband and prpte/cpr, 

Is not his due? I leave to .those 

Who know what wives arp, *nd what shrews, 

When thus neglected apd forgot^ 

Lying alone with^ their cot^ 

And then disturb'd in their &9t sJieep, 

Tp weep ^^d scold, ^nd scq^4 ?^^i weep ; 

There are,— r-pr^tending tjl^nt no ni^p 

Is half so positive as wom^^i 

But really fbis is all ^. Action, 

Man taiJjgbt poor womai^ con.trfidictiqn :-^ . 
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Happy's the man who goes to bed 
At tei), with lawful wife h'as wed. 
Peace and a quiet life he'll know, 
Unlike my friend— Numb. 10, York Uow. 
Shall w^ invoke the God of War, 
Patron of strife, and noise, and jar. 
But in whose gorgeous train are soldiers. 
So dear to petticoat beholders ? 
'Who e'er could shun a scarlet coat. 
With Ep'lets, and a sword to boot ? 
Report hath said, (but she's a harlot), . 
That girls and turkies both love scarlet ! 
The fair will run, as if for wager. 
After a col'nel or a major, 
Who're never reckon'd as riff raff. 
If officers upon the staff. 
Particularly when they're drest. 
For guard, that is, in all their best ;'— 
Or e'en as local officers shew. 
Going a mile to have review. 
With pockets stuff'd with hard-boil'd eggs 
French rolls, and sundiy chickens' legs 
Brandy and water in a vial. 
All which are brought to speedy trial j 
Such posts as these suit such men right, 
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Who eat much keener than they fight, 
A sort of cool and moderate men. 
Half hearts<of cock, half hearts of Hen ! 
Thus dress makes all the difference, 
And is without unfair pretence, * 

As good as shillings, pounds, and pence. 
But who dares say that this the case is. 
With all the sex ? there's many graces. 
Who love a black coat full as well. 
As many a Clergyman can tell ; 
Who when a bach'lor would explore 
All round his flock who to adore. 
But still the richest kept in view. 
Till he had made her '^ promise you V 
And it oft does, — ^few girls so wise. 
As ne'er to be humbugg'd by lies. * 
Mars, the great Heathen God of War, 
Too rough and violent by far. 
For such a tender theme of love. 
Inconstant was that God, I'll prove : 
Witness his conduct to Alcippe, 
As beauteous nymph as ever might be, 
Then like our modern duellists, 
Challeng'd her brother to the lists. 
And kill'd him too, but he was tried. 
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(For murdef cannot be i^x\iei), 
In th' upper cpurts^ bow got be on ? 
Why he got oflF! ^quitted felpn ! 
Besides he'd nat'ral girls aa^ boy3j 
In wickedness he'd made suqh npise^ 
Thft he'll nqt do to inFocate, 
Over those i^Uaios we her^ narrate. 
BacchuSi the reeling God of Wine, 
Must not preside o'er v^r/se of noine^ 
Who turns his vot'ries into swine ; 
As well n^igbt Rpman pupph assuage 

Lord Y 's tbirs), or If — r-t's age^ 

And curracoa make the P — *— 

From H-— — 's arms to budge and wince^ 

As wine give food to love^ ob^ no ! 

To lust a friejid^ to love the foe ; 

The great ^rpf.u> next I sue, 

Alas ! he made poor Daphne rue. 

And full a scor^ £air ny^ipfas beside. 

Not one of whom was Phcebus' bride, 

A consummation greatly wish'd. 

By nymphs wbo have been foully ^Wd 

By mens' insidious pursuits 

Of womankii^d, the treach'rous bruties ! 

Not but tbepQiare some woQd'fQUswomep, 
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WboUl not be so bound f«u9| t'mf. maiir 
But that she n^y ^^(ohADge wbeQ tir'd» 
Or with third Richard's Ituiy fir'd. 
Roar out '' that he'd oatlivM bar liking !'' 
A part of speech that's grapd aDd striking I 
Thus^ our heroiD^ H^iiOisi^^ 
Would not allow her Iiord to t«Kae her ; 
And Mary Woj;.8TONcaAfT 90 good? 
Since Mistkr f^ioDWiN's flesh and blood, 
Held ffe9t pbjeoHons td wedlock^ 
Thinking it a sort of padlock,^^ 
A most unnecc^^ry act 
To join two folkfy who're que in fact ; 
Who jump o'er sticks in tbe Dew way. 
And what censorious people lay. 
Care not a farthing, but rcfsplv-d 
To mistress it with men they lov'd, 
And palling most improperly, 
'^ Marriage a vile monopoly !" 
Somehow, this Godwins left in lurch. 
Were forc'd to find their way to church ;-^ 
Whether ask'd thrice, or else by licence^ 
History makes not the lea^t pretence ; 
The truth appears t'us pretty clear. 
They lost acquaintances so de^, 
Who Custom's laws like fools revere ; 
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Love, free as air, thus wond'rous supple. 

To Coventry were sent to couple, — 

They would not visit a kept miss, 

Though G's pliilosophy, that is 

So ably prov'd in late record. 

How nymphs may take their lover's word ; 

Apparently they were outlawed. 

Their invitation cards in vain 

Were sent, and sent, and sent again, 

And though describ'd as be'ng ** at home,'' 

Still company would never come, ^ 

To play a game at whist or crib. 

With Imlav's quondam, (since his rib), 

'Cording to the Law of Nature, 

Which they inclin'd to follow aft'r; 

But when in legal bonds united. 

They always came whene'er invited ; 

A moral great is learnt from hence. 

Who innovates without pretence. 

Wages a war 'gainst common sense ; 

In reasoning thus, — ^be not o'er nice. 

And take for once a fool's advice. 

What ! if I dedicate to Vjbnus 

These love-sick strains, but that's between us. 

For all the world will hoot and roar. 
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T' invoke this most celestial W****, 

Though now 'tis done by many a poet, 

And all the Literati know it ; 

She the veriest, shameless jilt, 

Known since th' Olympian domes were built ; 

Not not all the Phrynbs, Lydias, Lais, 

Come up to this right heav'nly Thais, 

The KiTfT FiSHBRS, Fanny Murrays, 

The Mbnz's, Pottbrs, Clarkbs, and Surrbys^ 

The Baodlbys, Bangs, and Suthbrlands, 

Ne'er equall'd Vbnus' Sarabands, 

Nor Chaillbs the Sbcond's golden age, 

So chastely told in Grammont's page. 

Nor even Madam b HoaDBTor, 

(Whom Lady Morgan lauds, you know,) 

Not e'en our year 1818 

Shew'd off like this voluptuous Queen ; 

What, though the goddess of all beauty, 

Did she to Vulcan do her duty ? 

Did she not oft with Mars intrigue. 

And with her other lovers league ? 

T' outwit her husband's vigilance,—- 

A <jod of very sober sense. 

An Indefatigable Smith, 

Whose ^e.was th' Tool that he work'd with ; 
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Here Vice was Virtue, 'twas his fradc, 

Unlike bi» wife, a straggling jadfc, 

Making her husbind,-i^jilting toad ! 

Hunt after her Ik ev'ry road ; 

To this point now,* and then to that. 

Nor ttiatter'd she a straw to what> 

If but the course it ran were awkward. 

Or as a Crab-flsh crawls^ weM back^rd, 

Gadding with most unlawAil calls. 

Whether in spherei? abova St* Piul's, 

Or here below/'twas all the siime, 

To th' Queen and daughter of the Game ; 

Thus actuary hi vain my fency. 

Pitches on Gdds for Constancy, 

And vainly Goddesses invokes, 

And yet *tis common with some folks, 

Amongst the Goddesses and Gods, 

But then their pranks are fearful odds. 

And sad examples for young men. 

So nat'rally fond of women 5 

The wenching Gods had lost all shame^ 

And all weie deaf to honour's name ; 

And how the Ancicntt could believe. 

These things one cannot well ccmceivc. 

For all <»ur Bow^StE»»T officers. 
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Our lowest thieves^ flashmen, (those curs^) 

Were r'ally Gentlemen in love, 

Compar'd to those who sat above. 

Who here before the Justices, 

Would have been brdttght for practices. 

Against the petide of GsoRGlb the TtirftB, 

Of which we'vfe prec6dehts a herd. 

In Anno, Chapter, Section, Act, 

AH tending thus to pr<lve said fact i-»^ 

All order too desfrii'd, or Summon^, 

Just like our British house df Comnlons ; 

In fact, we're WdT^e than Bofnd-^Street Dandy, 

Who watchmiifi nails in B6x So handy, 

Or — met with trtincheon of Command, 

First knocks htAii doWnj-^^then bids him stand ; 

Yet who'd ekpfect these dandy pratiks. 

From Sene(Stttde's decayed shrunk shunks ? 

And that old b^attt With bladish tricks. 

Must soon pans Phlegethdifi or Styx ? 

It's quite Impossible that Plait), 

Aristotle, Pindah, Cato^ 

Old PlinV, and DBitOttTaii^3fis, 

Should e'^ Mieve in Gods libe these ; 

For they h&Pi all desciib'd the heav'ns^ 

Running at sixes AtiA at sevens^ 
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And CicBRo so eloquent. 
On cash and fame so archly bent^ 
Like C****** in the lower house, 
Who thinks mere fame not worth a t— - 
Would go to Lisbon or North Pole, 
Or be a Pres. of board ControuL 
Or — any thing upon my soul ; 
Up to a thousand slippery tricks, 
But shining most in politics, 
Deep in his head, profound his wit. 
No man alive can fathom it ; 
In turns of state he is an ape. 
And takes upon him ev'ry shape. 
What's more too, ev'ry turn he met. 
The Cat fell always on his feet ! 
And since his rupture with Lord C, 
On Ruptures dwells with ecstacy. 
For some suspended Corpus's, 
Who floundered like spent porpoises. 
Were sharply lash'd by him away. 
With Anti Rupt* Anathema, — 
A sort of whip (by none else) tried, 
Upon these dreaded traitors' hide ; 
They say he's since found his Invective, 
Was most amazingly defective ; — 



17 

Not now presumes to Uke the lead. 
Because he knows Loan C/s the head, 
But when his leader shews the way, 
He's always ready to obey ; 
This Lord, with calm and handsome fa^e, 
Resolves to bate him not an ace ; — 
(Conform they must each mother's son, 
To whatsoever he'll have done,) — 
But soft ! — Jove grant — ^he does not meet me, 
Lest in his passion he should beat me: 
—Thus only he like Tally is. 
In gammon, cash, and practices. 
Sure Home R never could believe, 
In arrant rogues, beyond reprieve. 
Although he had the style of gods. 
With poetSy-'-^-that makes all the odds : 
And pray can Horace be esrcws'd, 
In thus, believing, or abus'd 
For such abominations m]^tic. 
Carmen Sec. — So cabalistic. 
With all the grand theogony, 
Which he believ'd. Old Nick knows why i 
For is diere syllable that's true, 
Wrote about all this sky-bred crew ? 
There's thjity thousand of them too ! 

c 
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Though XayLob,, tliat great man of Greeks 

Says all his ipthjets to JovBreach week; 

But does that gsQlivaiitMig God, 

Deign to give Taylor answering nod? 

He'd better v^orship those two sphinxes 

At SioN HocJSB, with breasts of minxes. 

Staring at decent Brbntford folks, 

Who relish not these nptked jokes, . 

Vowing, with, certain modest packers, 

NoRTHUMBBRLAND shouM givc tlietn tockers. 

Still we are flound'ring for a mus^^ 

Like actors deaf^ whp tniss their cues. 

Or billiard player in the room, , 

Who's left the key qf cue at home, — 

And flounder on we ever okay. 

From thte hencefbrwai'd'to Doomsday,' 

ISternhold safys, " ever and fot aye!" 

Therefore, oh, most indalgent reader. 

Excuse me, if I ani a pleiEuler 

To let me off from* InVoiqation, 

As Pat says. Sure 'tis b6dderation ! 

Js (f they granted inspiration ! 

Oh, no ! says Punch, the Dev'l a bilt. 

Behold your clothes, how ragged, sitt. 

They shew the otium of your wit ; 
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(Far my friends' part they do not care, 

Whether I bought 'em in Rag-fair, . 

Or Mohmouth-fitreet, or any where ;) 

Ar'n't you rejected by the muses. 

The Trade too, make they not excuses ? 

TTis all too true I Fve tried them thrice. 

They are fwrticolairly nice ; 

For they tike half my copyright. 

Whene'er they print whate'er / write : 

Whilst 8om^ get half-a-crown per line. 

Live on roast-beef, and drink their wine. 

And e'en in hot-press'd quarto shine ; 

Necessity has driven me to *t. 

Or I'd as soon be shot as do 't; 

To such a pass my 'fiairs are got. 

That I must work or — ^go to pot. 

God knows ! I say't not in reproaches. 

But some do even keep their coaches, 

(Me hungry dog, that want a maint'nance. 

Would gladly with such scrape acquaintance,} 

And coudtry-houses too, I hear. 

Witness Bob SooTHKr, at Grasmbrb; 

At Stbjbnham behold a Cam PBfiCL, 

May ^< Hope's sweet pleasures" still there amble ! 

And ToMJMT MooRB, at Ashbodrn, took 
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A good bouse out of <^ Lallah Room ^'^ 

But he of vllj the kast from poorest^ 

Is Walter Scovt, in BiraioK FouBfirr, . 

With lots of acres — and be got '^n^ 

Out of the *«Talbs of Jed. Ch^iSm^Hjm, 

And all his cows so wond'rous fat,= 

Worth Jenny Deans/is loofciiag at:-^ 

In short, the Theban stones ne'elc flew 

So fast, when great Amphion blev^ 

His bagpipes^ or his Lyra struogi — - . \ 

As did the gold when Waltbr sung I 

Now there are n^a^y more Poetic^i . 

Most probably, ijebo live^— in attics 1 

But when grown richer move down low:er» . . 

T' avoid the pelting of the shower, . 

Forcing it's niost unwelcome; way in, 

The garrets where they wrote $nd lay in : 

Oh, Jove! these men of holes and corners. 

Just like so many small Jack Horners, 

Should, if thy great dompassion yicfbls. 

Be placed in sweeti 3t« Oeoi^e's-fieUs, 

Where is a building calculated 

For those with poetry elated. 

Who then no longer doom'd to measure ; 

Cut syllables, t' augment the tl^e«attre 
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Of Printers, Stationers, thb Tradb, 
(Whose tables groan with luxuries, made 
Out of the brains of starving wights, 
Who e'en to look at are such frights. 
They only venture out at nights !) 
May they then peace and quiet know. 
And bid adieu to P. N. ROW,— 
With all their usage, which much worse is, 
Than that of post-boys to hack-horses ; 
For friendship there the cjmic may 
Seek with his lanthorn a whole day, 
Perhaps a year, and yet complain 
That he has usM his lamp in vain ! 
-^Mail-coach editions too some start. 
To go by Telegraph, or cart. 
For country readers so red hot. 
Whilst my poor cann'ster of small shot. 
Not fir'd off by reviewing huckster. 
May never get as far as Ex'tkr, 
Unless bought by th' Institution, 
Saving their cash by such collusion — 
Making poor authors hang or drown, 
In all directions of the town $ 
In consequence of all this fun, — 
Old Gilbert Dtbr writes for one ! 
Upham, good-natur'd fellow, he 



Might take a copy if in L. P. : — 

Oh ! for Jove's thunder oathe fellows. 

Who cheapen books like pairs of bellows. 

May they be kick'd to half-crown pieces^ 

For here my patience r'ally ceased : 

But you ! ye rich, who don't subscribe. 

Who would a starving author bribe 

To think aright, this once befriend me, 

" In duty bound I'll pray," (God mend me !) 

For all ye country-gentlemen. 

Who live and die incog.'-'^iid when 

Your libraries are well-look'd o'er> 

Tis done in th' eighth part of an hour ; 

For, lo I there's nothing there but *' Paniel,'' 

Him who writes quartos about Spaniel, 

Pointer, Lurcher, Blood and Greyhound, 

And these are elegantly bound : 

This charming work has kindly taught 

How Snipes, and Grouse, and Hares, are caught j 

And where there's scarcity of cats. 

How to clear barns of Mice and'Hats ; 

How always to be in at th' death 

(Like undertakers out of breath,) 

O' th' Fox, and other paltry vermin. 

All this besides it doth determine,-— 
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And this, with « Weathcrby and Rhodes/' 

Are your Penates ! Household Gods ! 

Joe Manton's guns that bear the bell. 

And round the comer shoot so well. 

These may engage a little bit ; 

But take compassion on a wit, 

Who fain would stretch your laughing muscles. 

Whether in London or at Brussels : 

— ^But morning peeps abroad I see, 

Aurora giggling, laughs He ! he ! 

Unbars his orient gates, and then 

Up rise the errand-boys and men. 

And maids too, (as they're mostly nam'd,) 

Who shake their feathers, (or get blam'd,) 

And from the floor pick up their own 

Gowns, stays, and stockings, thus so strewn. 

As other sluts worse taught than fed. 

Do nightly when they go to bed. 

ril to my weary couch repair. 

And then produce my Bill of Fare. 



END OF CANTO I. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Whether by Lncretian Atom, both onr Hero's parents 'gat bimy or 
whether from the mud of Nile the boy came o'er to this oor Isle ; 
by Tristram Shandy's wind-up clock,— this iisct we never yet could 
knock out of Dame Nature's deep Archives, who thus performs 
through sundry wtves.'^If, by Pythagorean bore our Hero was some 
one before, the Socrates the Ciceros stept forth into his shoes and 
hose we can't determine, but dismiss it all, and say— here Ab'lard 
is ! we give his birth and parentage, and education and his age, and 
what might be his recreations in term, or during the vacations. The 
reader also is inform'd how vig'ronsly our hero*d storm'd the leam'd 
and metaphysic trenches, instead of talking to the wenches, as now 
does the Oxonian in Bagley Wood and Abiiigdon, and as Cantabs do 
still hunt on the game or Scent of Trumpington. Heav'n bless the 
proctor's searching eyes who's blind beyond his boundaries ! Now 
Ab lard gets more learn'd tfaan's Tutor, and always looking to the 
future, goes on to Paris which you know, in learning then made 
finest show ; quarrels with Champeaux call'd the old one, a trick by 
students deem'd a bold one \ wrangles with all who him opposes, and 
gives their fame such bloodv noses, that he at last from all this riot, 
DO rival had, yet was not quiet, — like old and modern Alexander, 
living in fire like Salamander, the Buonapartes and the Cesars to 
their contemp'raries such teasers, and'all th' ambitious who are after 
dipping their fingers in hot water. So 'twas indeed with Abeillard 
who ev'ry equal storm'd or dar'd, and when he'd got the victory was 
not more satisfied than they. Moral— as in this world there's deal 
of evil, be sure bold candle to the devil; for all one's great and 
mighty sense will nought avail 'gainst Influence ! For Kings down 
to the dull Churchwarden of Bennett Finck ! and Covent Garden, 
in parish pew this fact so shews how influence will pop its nose, 
and all we say cannot prevail against the worshippers of Baal, who 
would not scruple it as Sin to bring rank paganism ito, provided that 
the king desire it, or more*-that influence require it. However^- 
after all this clack, last feather breaks the Camel's back ! E'en this 
we leave to such as know bow far State policy will go. 



ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA. 



CANTO II. 

JLN year One Thousand, Seventy-nine, 

* 

Was born our Abbillard divine. 

And christen 'dPsTBR at his birth. 

So most biographers set forth : 

His mother had him baptis'd so,. 

Foreboding words of richest flow 

Would from his lips fall like new honey, — 

And Eloquence we know brings money; 

Bred up at Palais in Brstagnr, 

r th' time of the Gross Lbwis' reign,—- 

Though why great kings s\iould be call'd gspss, 

Puzzles my Caput, inter nos ; 

For are they not " the Lord's Anointed !" 
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Then why call names so Unappointed ? — 

Doubtless to many an Augustus^ 

The Ejaculation's been, you're Curs't'us ! 

And many an imperial Cjesar, 

Was to the Worid a special teaser. 

A little man call'd Fredbrick, 

(Not taller than my walking stick,) 

Who rul'd o'er Prussia long enough, 

(And took great quantities of snufF) 

Those ^tats long, et sablonneux, 

Du Roi, as sprightly Voltaire drew. 

They call'd the Great, like Al'xander, 

'Cause he never would knock under. 

Until he'd other kingdoms got. 

And had more room to walk, or trot ; — 

And yet, some fighting slaves who try 

Others to rob of liberty, 

Would be more honourably shewn, 

Recov'ring,— or to fix their own ! 

— ^There's FbrdInand they call behv'd ! 

Whom Buonaparte once roughly shov'd 

Into vile durance, 'twas so order'd. 

But petticoats this King embroider'd. 

He work'd as much as one man can do, 

And stitch'd so neat did Ferdinando, 
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Fresh to rig out the Virgin Mary, 

Shewing his teeth in spite t* old Harry ; 

Well might he be belov'd, in truth. 

In thus employing the hours of y6uth I 

Some Kings are e'en oall'd " Jpostohc,*' 

(As if self-hiaptisi^d in a frolic,) 

They may be so, when grip'd by Cholie, 

— For when we're ill, without a libel. 

We read both '^ Buchan," and the Bible ; 

Sure King's resemblance to Apostle, 

Is Judas li^e^.mere cross and jostle. 

To plunder, rob, and over readi. 

Thus Apostotic, all, and each I * 

And thus .« most Christian" « Calh'lic" Dons, 

Will pass ten thousand Rubicons, 

T* atchieve a neighb'ring state or two,-^ 

Or if they caq't,-*^g!et I O U, 

Which is the way Statesmen collogue. 

Trying who can be gi'eatest rogue ;. 

Aipl thus too many a Royal Post, ; 

Instaird is Kpight of « th' holy Ghobt!'^ 

As to the Founder,— who was he 

Created th' order " Sainfc Esprit ?" 

Doubtless, he made him self-elected. 

And further he m\f^ have reflected 
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How if there is deficiency 

In guidance, 'tis in decency ; — 

For you as well us I can scan 

Ribbons and stars can't make a Man. 

Do not these persecuting dreamers 

Turn out themselves the worst blasphemes ? 

Yet, should we say a word too far, 

We're qlearly put hor$ de combat ! 

They baptise ships sans inuendo, 

'^ U Salvador sac. del Mundo," 

And since the days of the Armada, 

<' Santissima II Trinidada," 

And lower down to seventy-fours> 

Apostles names, and saints, in scores ; 

And yet these saJciped, pious Kings, 

Into the flame each Her'tic flings. 

Or without further ^isqubition, 

Into the hobf Inquisition ! 

Why Astley's riding Billy Button^ 

Can't equal the mad fits they put on* 

Gods ! if ^^ whatever is is right," 

Such are " a burning shining light :" 

Yet though no business sure of mine. 

Hypocrisy shall not so shiioe, 

And spite of stars^ of crowns^ add orders. 
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We'll irj to root ap such disorders^ 
Lest they gangrene our hearts and eyes, 
With their right royal sophistries ! 
The mania of imitation, 
Gets epidemic in the nation :— 
Thus even in their foreign wine, 
They ridicule what*s held divine. 
So CAmti la/clmfnuBy — ^appears,— 
In English here construed, Christ's tears ; 
Another wine, (that's soft as silk,) 
Virgvm fac, or Virgin's milk : 
Thus even suiijects ape their kings, 
Bla^ptieming thus in oomnibn things. 
^^ In Princes put no faith" we 're bid, 
I cannot say I ever did !— ^ 
We have no nicknames in the North 
For tSeorge the Third, or George the Foart A, 
Belov'd, or great, or lean, or fet, 
We better know what to be at. 
Witness the King's Bench^^-^Verbum sat ! 
Teaching small authors better things 
Than dare to chatter about kings, — 
For lo! a Libel !— dreadful case, 
. Pops in it's unexpected face. 
And Sheppard raps us o'er th' knuckles, 
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While he .sits still and grins and chuokfes,-*-" 
And proves tbiit in improper times. 
Speaking the truth's the worst of crimes. 
Well, — ^young Abbillaep grew apa^e^* 
In noble shape, with handsome face. 
Like an Apollo Bblvbdbrb, 
A matchless figure as I hear. 
Which pleas'd his father,— what's his name ? 
Mister Barbngbk ! — 'tis. the same 
As his, who play'd a hoax i' th' stocks, 
And got from Ellbnbeo' such knocks, 
(Making some rue they e'pr did sally 
From that great den of thieves— the Alley, 
Where had they stay'd, and kept 'em quieft. 
And not have kick'd up ^11 this riot, 
A thousand honest people yet. 
With greatest ease might have been bit,) 
From the judicial seat in K. B., 
Which very soon my own case, may be 
If I don't mind my P's and Q'3 ! 
And check this most audacious muse ! 
But in our History there's wanting. 
And in this statement we're not canting. 
All 'tween his birth and sixteenth year^ 
(His parentage et cetera' s, clear ; 
For Ab'lard's father had good blood 
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Within his veins, be't understood ; 
Designed his son to wear a sword. 

Which he forsook — ^tb preach the word.) 

We want to know t' what schools he went. 

How soon he got i' th' Testament ? 

And when he thumb'd his battledore. 

Whether he took a year, or more, — 

Or spelt his ba*be-hi-bo-bu 

As soon as either, me or yon. 

That is, before we well could speak 

Beyond the childish sort of squeak, — 

And read the school books of those days, 

Wliich help some on to earn the bays 

Of Poet^Lfliureat in good time. 

Like RoBAi(T. Squthet, King of Rhyme ! . 

Who now gets yearly butt of sack, ' 

As paymeiit,-?-^^^ what we call — clack !. 

A Turncoat chap, that ne'er abides 

Threq. day$; before \i/^ changes sides. 

And a rare rummager of lumber, 

Wak'd up from. it» »iQoth-eatQjD[ sliimber, . i 

Taking his publiahejfs by sitonai, 

Viz.L(w«MAN,Hciia$T,Rw8,Bjt0WN,a(id Qrmb; 

We wonnfer what .prodigioMS birth j 

This teeming m<(uiiiain will brtog forth i .: i 
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— Whether he went to 'cademy. 
Or underwent phlebotomy . 
For Plethora ; when he'd the measks^. 
Whether he huntedbats, or weazles^*^ 
Whether he walk'd^ or rode,*-H)t fought 
His ancient schoolfellows^ for sporty^ 
Or pla/d at Trap ball, or Cncket, 
Or Whist, or Cribbage, m Picquel^ 
Like £ton boys, who piay at all thfaigSy 
Even to slioging stones with slio^ ; 
Or whether they'd a bill^urd tatde, 
T amuse the youth whehev^able 
To spare the time at eae, ortna€^> ^ 
Which now is. quite a ^epmbooncwse, 
For boys wfio'j^ b)ilf tl#ee feet grown, 
Will play as d^ep, add bet a^ sdon ' 
As B-^2»9-.«<*D at the CcjcoaTribb^ v 
Or Bath/ in Union-Strek, Numb.* 3r 
We can't ^^pect they'ad ooir Whip Clubs, 
Among those very aneiettt eubfir, ' 
Like <modem dashing Ei[:qnisite8, 
Who condescend to glad oar sigbta ' 
With sjpanking titsy ^bo-n Uot, I'm <iqi^ 
An honest twelve mUeb p^r tMe bouri 
On to Salt Hill away they go,'-« 
Cross Hounslow Heatfa^ jee up I jee o ! 
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And drive to wooderfiil perfectioa, 

By Bristol coacfaoian's shrewd direction ; 

And as for drinking wine and brandy, 

For gaming, and the Acs Amuidi, 

For filthy talk, and slang discourse^ 

They ev'ry day grow worse and worse } 

God give ye gnico, Grents ! that of course is, 

Much better for your souls-- *than horses,-^- 

For rolling stones ne'er gather^ moss, 

* 

See Bentfaam's Work ! (at Payne and Foss 1) 
— Oh, no, seven hundred years ago. 
Far dijQPrent things were then the go ', 
But more of that anoti, we'll see^ * 
And further yet enquire what he 
Did t' amuse himself at leisure : 
Our frotiosiaffe an endless treasure ! 
They had no Routes, I do suppos6,^ 
Where now each youngster pokes his nose, 
Shewn by their wise Papa ! and Ma ! 
With wisdom less in head by far 
Than magpfe, panfot, or jack-daw ; 
Or had they cbnrert^azioftis. 
Where old and starch'd up Maccaronies 
Meet just to stare, sip Cofibe, Tea, 
Queen's biscuits dat,— 4heft walk away ! 
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They had no balls, I might opine, 
Where folks assemble, — after nine, — 
That time our Hero was asleep. 
The Ancients rose when Sol did peep 
Above the horizon most grand^ 
Unlike the Ton west of the Strand^ 
OwUlike, who go to bed by tb' light, 
And exercise themselves at night. 
Preferring gas, and patent lamps, 
And eastern gales that give the cramps. 
So such do as go out to dinner. 
In silken hose, and shoes much thinner 
Than a wafer^ or a book leaf^ 
The fact almost exceeds belief I 
We are no en'mies to dancing. 
Our ancestors were fotid of prancing; 
In various ways, and shapes of sport. 
And had their jiggings too^ id sort ; 
Sooner than dai)ce the mazy w&ltz, 
They'd ta'en a dose of Glauber's sdltd, 
Than see XhAr wives thus freely handled. 
And in the Colonel's arms so dandled, ' 
And twisted round $— rthe daughter too 
Will simper> *' Major, how d'ye do?" 
(Being so full of gig'and. glee> . 
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Begins her speech with He ! He ! He !) 

^* I find yoQ now my partner are 

** In the next waltz, — but pray take care 

" You do not squeeze me quite so tight/ 

" You really put me 

*' I think it was last 

" Our petticoats are now so short, 

" That if with giddiness I'm caught^ 

'' I may thus reeling have a fall, 

*• Which would be vastly comical } 

'* And soon to Morning Post be brought^ 

^^ For such falls fly as fast as thought." 

But Abeillard and Heloisb 

Never enjoy'd such scenes as these,-:— 

In all the balls they e'er partaked, 

Heloisa ne'er went naked ; 

Her shoulders. and her bosom bare, 

Would even make her lover swear; 

And FuLLBBRT too, her near relation. 

Would have begun a botheration, 

T' have seen his ward without a tucker. 

There would have been a pretty pucker. 

In those grave days Canonical, 

When Virtue rarely had a tall, 

So commoQ now at Masque and Ball \ 
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And most do verily believe 

That dress will soon oar ladies leai^e 

As nude as Adam first knew Eve. 

But to return to Abbillarb^ 

* 
Who now was going sixteenward,— 

Cock fights to see was that his fate. 
Or to assist at a Ball bait ? 
Or walking matches had they then, 
Pcrform'd by women or by meA ? 
Or did they bet upon such journies, 
As now do nobles down t* attomies ? 
— Oh^ no I he wsis a boy that Had 
As few bad tricks as any lad. 
And was, to plainly speak the truth, 
A very good mass-going youth,— 
All that he did, wh6n but a boy, 
Made both his parents skip for joy ; 
For's age, h* was tiot sh(»rt^ nor tall. 
Nor very thicki fior very sinall^ ' 
But had for brains^ the Dev*! and all ! 
Besides our pranks were not the rage, 
He pondered deeply o^cr the page 
Ol ancient me&physto lore, :: 
Which all our schools now vote a bore! 
TUen Logic keen^ or Disputation^ 
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Was thought a downright reereation | 
Authors have made distinct averment, 
This was the road to gain preferment^ 
Andnot through family apd riches, 
Command whatever they please, like witches, 

Making a R 1 L. L. D. 

Who scarcely from bull's foot knows B, 
And askM-too hastily, may'nt kndw, 
Whether* his nose is on or no^-*-- 
Be dnUb'd an ¥'. RvS. also. 
Forsooth an Antiquarian too I 
(Biit4iow 'tis done>to me's a doubt. 
Which I could neve^r yet 'make out). 
The Title giv'ri, viz. F. A. S. 
Easy tnm'd on, oroiF, like Gas, • 
And empty,' as that Vap'ry Mass 1 
Such things wocrld make a- Pagan sweat, 
And put a Jew in ague fit 5— 
Such are our times, and siich the tista 
Of Omithol. and Nat^tdists, 
Doctors and Right Honouibbles, ' 
Lords, Chemists, and most liot-ables, 
Mix'd up in elegant profusion. 
Just like a show in great confusion ; 
So, at the fair call'd «^ Barthlemy,'' 
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(Abridg'd this way! know not why). 
Tag rag and bobtail meiet iknd crowd, 
With gentlefolks, who taUcso loiid,-^ * ' 
Together make as great a fret, . / 

As those at House of Somerset, — 
Where for whole hours \rith aspect, wise, . 
They 'talk of moths and botterflies ;-— 
How watchful cocks do come to know 

What time of night they are to crow ; 
Why rotten sticks shine in dark night,-^ .; 
Sueh wondrous things are brought to light ;. 
Why Turkey Cocks, when school-boy whistles. 
Strut, and set up their plumy' bristles ; 
Can tell a Circle frdm a Square, 
And measure angles to a hair. 
And, with a science most profound. 
Distinguish rotten eggs from sound; 
Why heart's ease has been call'd of late, 
Kiss-me-behind-the-garden-gate ; — 
As for their looks, by Jove above. 
They look like oysters crossed in love^ 
When hearing paper read, for^ lo ! 
Each looks like misery and woe, . ; 

Frowning as if they'd swallow folks. 
Seeming as wise as Mr. Nokes; 
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Would you know more that they affi)id? 

Read the Transactions of the Board I 

Bat Ab'lard had to work up Ull, 

He did not give a golden pill 

To buy a parcel of degrees, 

Fameless like St. Andrew's M. D.^s, 

For which I understand they pay 

Fourteen pounds tweWe in June or May : 

He found no royal road to gom'try. 

Or even trigonometry, 

But after study and deep thought. 

And th' aid of folios which he bought. 

Fagging so hard at Scapula, 

The best edit, by Elzkvai^ 3 — 

Read Stsphens too and Constantine, 

Five hours before he thought to dine : 

-—Then books were not so dear; — but now. 

They're made so by the learned row. 

Who print short numbers at high prices. 
To wit and learning sacrifices ! 
Deep in their day, (and in renown,) 
Just like some girls upon the town, 
A short short life and a merry one ! 
•*-He ponder'd o'er by day and night. 
Till he had nearly lost his sight. 
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Gettiiig of seiu>lastio knowledge, 
And leapbg metephyeic bedge ; 
He got a tilct of eloqnenee. 
And fluency of speech uritlt. sense. 
Which with all folks is not the case ; 
Witness some members in a place, 
Where it is reckonM no disgrace, 
A Latin phrai^e' to quote, yod know 
A member said Captcmdum FMgo ! 
Thinking the time was now or nciver, ' 
For him to shew off something clever; 
For, as in well-contrivM romances, 
And stories made to please folk's'' fifmcies. 
Each grand adventure must break out, 
^ In nick of time else*t serves for nought :-i— 
T was in the earlier ides of March, 
Eighteen hundred eighteeen, search 
In the long columns of *' The TrsiES,'' 
(Which paper ne'er would print my rhymes,) 
This error ran in Irish blood :' 
— In fine--'t was said by Frederick F d ; 
Now had Sir Fred., like AbeilIaiu), * 
Not eat so muob, but studied hard. 
He'd not have said in house august. 
What nearly made the members burst ;-^ 
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Though truly on our recollection^ 
There, want of brains is bo objection ^ 
If they can write their names and read, 
No other qualities they need :-^ 
The Ayes all learn in half an hour 
To woo the rich, and sfa«in the poor $ 
Nice consciences, Td have ye ken. 
Belong to women^ not to mien : — 
Here free as fancy, large as thought, 
And unrestrained roust stick at nought. 

And who performi^ atfe most, are then 

Crack'd up as mighty gifted men : 

Then — looks ! to'seem wise, as we know 

Is half as good as being so;-— 

A lordly noodle's well-^timM shrug. 

Does often timed plain folks humbug ;"*-«• 

Hence rose the te#m we call *^ Wkcacres/' 

Rich in world's goods,-— yet sad forsakers 

Of all thafs learned, moral, great^ 

Yet still caird Pillars of the State ! 

Ambitious, avaricious, tfnd 

Uncommon greedy after land j 

Who having places, lucky fellows. 

Sing out. Old Rose, and bum the bellows I 

** I have a silent sorrow here," 
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For facts like these would make oQe swear. 

If 'l was not witness'dievery day. 

Near Palace- Yard, Id .this. said. way j — 

For now that House doth not attest, . 

Vox Pojmliy wx Dei est: 

Thus JovB, whose pow'r.all pow'r surpasses. 

Makes great men out of calves and asses ; 

Witness debates in House of P — s. 

ParticuUrly of late years : 

Hear ! what is said by Knights of Garters I 

(How often have I watchM their waters ?) 

And as for S— — th's tedious prosing. 

To hear, or read, sets one a dozing, 

(Although we run like frighten 'd rats,. 

From ministerial green-bag cMs ;) 

And most, our ministers df state. 

And privy-counsellors of late ; 

Witness some j  s on the bench, 

(Though it is dang'rous so ta trench ;) 

Witness some.bbhops, priests, and deacons. 

Whose heads are most amaizing weak ones. 

Their hearts so. set on jur* Divino, 

So special fond of ready Rhino ; 

Do these lawn sleeves, or black ^wns draw 

Towards their worships, any awe ? 
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— And some who are at th' head o' quorum. 
Shew a vast absence of decorum :— 

Witness, But, hold ! we visions see, 

Of King's Bench ! Elect! and MarshalseaV 

And as we have no vast desire 

To thrust our paws into the fire, — 

We bid the Senate all good morning. 

And to our tale we'll be returning^ — > 

Making the most amazing strides, — 

To save in fact our very hides ! 

For really, if we go on so. 

We shall lo«e sight of our hero. 

To turn aside i^t every phoca^ 

And OJdbuck like^ become a joker* 

— ^Abi^illard when, turn'd of sixteen, 

Was then put under Uoscblinb, 

A fine old gentleman we list. 

Head of a sect cail'd Nom'nalist, 

Doctrinally a tritheiat j 

But ardent grown in fame's pursuit,. . 

Wishing to see the world, — to boot. 

He bid old Roscblinb, ,good day !' i 

Put on his &pur$, and rode away i 

But on his joutney, — fso we 've read,-^-. 

Saw's horse. xfe]l rack'd.up^ and well fed. 
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For oatler^ ¥fwat ndntcb looking after, 
As well totitt]r> as oats, and wBter>-f- 
And tboti^b diese gjehtry laugh to gconii^— 
Will often eheat them of their corn ; 
He^ therefore, kept a sharp look oat, 
As I did, — and tfrill ever do't. 
Oar hero's now ujpon the trot, 
If I may use the term, red hot 
In search of wisdom and of glory ;•*- 
Not like a modern Whig, or Tory, 
Seeking it out this side the House, 
Or that, first smelling like a moose, — 

For ev'ry one has got this fiitling, 

<< Dipping his whiskiers and his tail in/' 

For. interest does sans rhyme or rmsom, 

Help people in, and out of season. 

Of course their own dear selves will mind most, 

Bidding the devil take the hindmost ! 

— ^But, in pursuit of high renown. 

Left Palais for a better (own. 

Where now the seat of learning is. 

In fact, the lad went straight to Paris ; 

Lad do we call him ? he was twenty. 

Though ybr a lad h^'d knowledge plenty, 

(Long had he spdce in foremoi^t ranks. 
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And oft recciv'd.tlie Provost's thaoks). 

If we may judge by somaCantabs, 

Who at that age ai?e nogreat dabs^ 

But after four years dubb'd^ M; 

Though all their ji^rnipg i^ a flarp^^ 

Who've verses If^arnt^to kelfi) or soao, 

And go thro.ughput tbe.<;Q^ege plfltn ^^^^ ' 

Deep in MyKbolqgy p^ja^lAfirv^^.i 

Who thm are quite fir fc^ SU Steph^Ki^) 

Or ParsQQ^ fPoctor* or a ^p(aiD». 

Whiche'erprafessioB.theyar^ wrapt in,-^ 

Their magnus, major too; aiid greatest, • 

Who'll drink the. mpst^ whqUl dress the neatest 1 

Not so whikAwithMP» we knoiy. 

He joinM old Wim^iam d^ Qhampbaux^ 

Who Uv'd in Rue Saikai ffrnpr^. 

Where Engli^h^alk now ev'ry day) 

A Tutori^I4U'4 ii^ QiM^tic, 

But with paasiojQS strong and hectic ', 

(He'd talk awa^.lt gnei^ter, rate 

Than JDloctor Slop of: Billingsgate, 

Who Pelion upon Ossa tbrew^ 

TIU he'd bang'd Boi«jBy black and h\wt !) 

A sad and quarrelsofne old fellow, 

Partipiilirly,so,wbAn o^Uow 
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Over the bottie most uproarious^ 
In grave Philosophy notorious ; 
This was bis character^ — ^in few, 
Like other Tutors, — nothing new. 
Oft have I pitied Pedagogues, 
Whose lot's to drive sense into log8> 
And cane and whip th' idl6 dogs, — 
And teach, as they can do it well, 
The farmer^s chub-fac'd boys to spell. 
From nine till twelve, from two till fi^e, 
And aU that time can n'er contrive 
T' escape the busy buih of boys. 
And their eternal droning noise. 
Worse than the dreadful O. P. war. 
Or Westminster election far. 
Excepting the hdf'holidays ; 
He then a game at skettles plays 
With th' apothecary, or the lawyer. 
Or some fiit butcher, or lean sawyer. 
Or village parson, calFd' ^ Divine,** 
Who bowling, says, " Descend, ye nine ! 
T unbend his body, and his mind. 
And get a little air, or wind ; 
Not so the tutor at a College, 
Possessed of genuine sort of knot^cdge ; 
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He kens full well his richest papil. 
And generally is so supple. 
That he may dine out ev'ry day. 
And drink Burgundy, aye Tokay ^ 
Which is a wine so very dear, 
To me 'tis not precisely clear 
It ought to be inserted here, 
But then the rhyme's so opropos,-?- 
We might indeed have said Noyeau, 
FoTf at the sale of Qubensburt's Dukb, 
He who on nymphs would smile and look. 
And smile and look, and smile again. 
The most impassioned of old men, 
This wine was sold to Lord Ys's cousin. 
For eighty "four pounds per the dozen ! 
I think we left off with Ch ampjsaux ? 
— ^Yes, — ^I perceive 'tis really so ; 
In Paris was his school, I trow. 
Where ev'ry one is going now 
In these degenerate days, but why. 
Should they leave England for a stye ? 
I can't perceive,-— they are so dirty,— 
And were when they had Buonapart^j 
Perhaps, to learn their pcarUz-^nun, 
Or dress in hour-glass shape, mdfoi! 

£ 
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I think their filthiness a curse^ 

Like Pharaoh's piagaes, as bad, or worse. 

With all their gildings, and the flaunting, 

And drap'ried windows, then-^— the jaunting 

From Paris to Vjbrsaijllbs, and back. 

Drawn by such horses, and ia hack < ^ 

A hundred times inferior far 

Than those described by Sir JoBfN Carr, 

In's Irish Tour, thaf s quarto printed ; 

/ credit not the tale, though hinted, ^ 

He got some himdifed pounds for it ! 

But did it pay for all the worrit 

He felt from all tbe i^ritic tribes ? 

—-Things howsoever he describes, 

Caird Noddies, Jingles, and Post Chaises, 

That down hill rua from towns* to races ^ 

Where in the.latter>'/am told. 

You can't keep out' the rain auid coldy 

But in a storm, you stop the fellow. 

And straight put up your silk umbrella^ 

The roofs so roofless, and the floor 

Boards «Pe so starte4» th«[t the FOar 

Of howlbig winds in and upon^ 

(Like 'nother Apollooicon), 

A congregation of mix'd sounds. 
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Making the in mate, cry out, Zounds ! 
'Specially when bis legs go through. 
Which I am told they sometimes do, 
Dang'rons to limb and loss ofsboe : 
/ never saw stich things, I own. 
From pioBON hocfsb to Irish towv, 
But always got a hack or 
Which (from sea-sickness) 
With Walch'ren ague, see 
— I ne'er saw horses plough with tails. 
Neither in ireland^ nor in Wales, 
Whieh is a far worse way I tiow, 
Than Godwin^s ^^self-directtngplodgfa;" 
—Or horses start by red«-liot poker, 
JBsha ! He that said so was a joker ! 
To fly fix)m " Th' Emerald Isle" to Paeis, 
(Just like the /airy flights .of Mabris,) 
Is difficult, but must be ;d(me,. . 
Else, we leave Abbiixard alone ; 
He and Db Champbaitx went on well, 
— How long*— impossible to tell ! 
But Abeihi^arii, as he grew faster. 
It seems, grew wiser than his master ; 
Afid in each public disputation, 
Met ev'ry body's, apjaobation :-— 
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Then the first people of the nge. 
Crowded the academic stage, 
And for amusement, it is plain, 
Went, as we do to Drury-lane 5 
Doubtless they then harangued in Latin,. 
But ev'ry one in that was pat in. 
Not as 'tis now, (exceeding wrong,) 
Know little more than mother tongue ; 
— The fact is he was quite victorious, 
This triumph to the scholar glorious^ 
Made AbbiXtLard extremely vain, 
And to old Champbaux gave such pain. 
That articles of separation. 

Were made with mutual approbation. 
Whether with stamp, or done on parchment^ 
Or if they cheated government. 
You're altogether full as wise 
As me, ril therefore-^tell no lies,— 
For now the State lias got such cramps^ 
We're up to neck and ears in stamps; 
And r'ally we would bet a ferthing. 
That all the paper plac'd in garden, 
We'll soon see scattered o'er the seats» 
Stampt like our twopenny receipts ;— 
For if what's necess'ry they tax^ 
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Why not more so when we're lax ? 

And thus by Act of Parlt. decrees, 

They'll e'en attack us at our ease ; 

Yet what a lesson will they teach, 

When we're "so honour' J in the breach ?" 

Thus taken in a state of nature. 

By way of " fundamental feature !" 

—Now Abeillard at twenty-two, 

(How regular we are, say you,) 

Open'd a school to public view. 

To his old master quite contrary, 

Put up a sign-board " Seminary 5" — 

Not at Paris, but at Melon, 

Where idle people play at xmgUun: 

He wheedled over the prefectures. 

To license there his daily lectures, 

(As Coleridge did the other day. 

Having a dev'lish deal to say !) 

But still De Champkaux stuck t' his skirts. 

Worse than those girls-— whom we call flirts, 

A usual way with each arch rival. 

Trying all modes to work his downfal. 

— But none would do, he got more scholarsi 

And consequently got more dollars. 

That is, if parents paid their bills. 
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Out of their bureaus^ or their tills ; 

(No matter now where iBoney oomes from^ 

As long as we can pick up some !) 

For all were anxious, low ^r higher. 

This David see who'd slain Goliatb>. 

All were (as usual !) on tip-toe. 

To follow him— ^who's all the go ! 

— ^There are in field, ftt sea, at form. 

Who breathe much easier in a storm ; — 

So 'twas with Ab., who was so clever. 

Zealous to be disputing ever : 

At length the master and the scholar. 

Both being full of bile and choler, 

More angry far than wasps in hole. 

When boys thrust in a burning coal, 

Resolv'd t' abide an open contest. 

In which great cause they both went well-drest. 

Each in his trenefaer capandgown^ 

JSach making victory hb own ; 

So like the German and the Gaul, — 

Both sides thus sing, and roar, and bawl. 

As sov'refgns' playing Te Deum^ 

Each claiming vantage, — ^what a hum i 

Both for victory praising God, 

Rather an Irish way, and odd ! 
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Whether the bftttle's lost or woii| 

Thaddng God fcnr it !— where's the ftm 

To Ke so in cathedral iDuaic, 

It quite makes me, most likely you sick ? 

I think'we hardly need declare, 

JovA kicks the lying canting prayer, 

A thousand fathom in the air, 

Or if a further distance please, 

As far as the antipodes :«— 

Tyrants bereft of all dtvin'ty. 

Invoking too the holy Trin'ty, 

To witness treaties of partition ! 

Does it not look more like derision ? 

When "all this country," *^ all those souls,'* 

Are play'd for like a game of bowls, 

And transferred too like head of cattle. 

After alliance or a battle ! 

And now they both began to wrangle, 

Right in the middle of quadrangle 

Of CoRBSiL school, (where he remoT'd to,) 

And best 't was thought it them behoved too 

In th* open air, (as 'twas fine weather,) 

And such collected crowds together. 

To have this philosophic brawl, 

Between two doctors known by all : 
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— Here to give th' arguments at latge, 

We can't«*-for the great lord-mayor's barge 

Would certainly not hold them all^ 

T' would be surprisingly too small ; — 

For short-hand writers none had they. 

Like Messieurs Blanshard and Gdrney; 

Which 'counts for all their folio vols.^ 

And libraries as big as halls. 

Like his the Master of the Rolls;. 

We print few folios in these days. 

The truth on't is, it never pays 1 

But like the coDceutrated juice. 

We stew them down for twelvemo use : 

All hail ! abridgments in these times, 

In books, in dress, in prose, or rhymes,-^ 

But, Vansittart 1 who ne'er relaxes. 

Scorns to abridge us of our taxes ! 

The upshot then of all this matter. 

Is, that after all the clatter 

Made by the rev'rend Doctor Cuampbaux, 

He, like others beat, was forc'd— ^-to go, — 

Or as an off'cer who'll skulk away. 

On seeing a bailiff prowl for prey, t 

Distracted with a thousand fears. 

How to get off, and save his earsj— 



57 

— Retreatyr-give in-^resign — or hold ! 
Words said, or felt by champions hold, — 
By each ambitious mortal male, 
Who, like a dog has burnt his tail ! 
Yet Champsaux though point-blank defeated. 
Was at the great French court well*treated. 
They dubb'd him Bishop of Chalons, 
And in these words Allez-vouS'enj 
(Sounding as loud as Chinese gong,) 
Which, though it may sound queerish stuff, 
Was the king's speech, — and that's enough. 
These odd words mind me of a story. 
Which in six lines Fll lay before ye:*- 
A king once askM a reverend. 
To which fair bishopric he'd wend, 
Whether he would have Wells or Bath ? 
The priest replied, he would take Boarth 
In language Yorkshire, or Yahoo, 
And thus he oddly got the two ! 
— ^Who wonders Abbillabd fell sick 
Soon after this disputing trick ? 
Especially when study's taken 
Into account, his sleep forsaking. 
O'er Jbrome, — fathers of that stamp, 
Poring by silent midnight lamp ;-*- 
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Got ill^ Went home, we uodentaDd^ — 

To breathe tbe air of native land : 

Two years he stay*^, as we are told, 

Retam'd, just twentj-eight years old; 

Presented with Canonicate 

In tbe cathedral ;^— seldom sat,-^ 

A snuggish sort of sinecare, ' 

Which some in modem days endure ! 

— Our hero now no rival had. 

Which did not make ^ his heart fall glad/' 

—For stimulants ure wondroos things. 

As well with poets as with kings, 

Philosophers, and nobility, ) ' 

Else they're devoured with enrnd ,*— * 

Which some farce-writers call blue devils,-?- 

However 'tb the worst of evib 

To those that have it ; as for me^ 

My worst disease is — ^poverty, - 

Such an inveterate complaint, 

No words are strong enoagh to paint, 

My waistcoat loose would tell it best, 

'^ My hollow eye will speak the rest !'' 

For clothes, superfluous I have none. 

More than Diogenes had on. 

And friends, cause wanted at a pinch. 
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The Devi a one will budge aq inoh ;•-• 
^— Yet should I heoce xlrive all before me^ 
As sure as my dear mother hore me, 
With eagerness* Jthose gea'fous souls 
Will back my gopd^sacoess^-^iu, shoals ! 
And say such wond'rous cirll things^ 
As needy suppliants do to kings ; 
But, when they saw I could not stand. 
Not one would lend a helping hand,-*^ 
Proving ^< their hearts for falsehood firamM, 
They r'ally might be quite ashaoi'd. 
— Our Hero, Uke another Psaon^ 
In &ce and figure mov'd to Laon^ — 
No Lesbian or French girl to search^ 
And after-T^eave her in the lurch I 
His p€nchanf8.ncw Tbeolc^, 

« 

And maloBg to his school->con;g^. 
Became a scholar to Ansblm , 
Who of Divin'ty steer'd the helm. 
Remarkable for eloquence, 
A plain good man without pretence. 
But wanting substance in his sense ; 
To th* fame of Abeillard we tell. 
He preach'd instanter quite as well. 
Expounding of Ezekiel, 
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—Drew all the world of College fellows^ 
Which Mister Ansblm made quite jealous ; 
He interdicted Abbillard 
Prom ever preaching this time forward, 
At least within his diocese, 
Taking away his dues and fees ! 
Thus Abbii^lard was toss'd about. 
Like Jonah 'fore h' was spouted out,-— 
And now to Paris takes his route, 

* 

Once more again to preach, and teach 
Theology, and Parts of Speech, 
Philosophy in all its branches ; — 
Victoriously he'ad storm'd the trenches 
Of all the rest ; his great success. 
We can't perhaps so well express, 
As here to tell, in language plain, 
That many scholars came from Spain^ 
Erom England, Italy, and Flandbrs, 
Bringing with them the Corianders! 
So have I seen, in country places. 
Droves rushing into church, with faces 
Giggling, young rogues, as if in fidgets. 
To get confirmed by Bishop's digits ! 
— I nearly had forgot the Gbrhans, 
Who thronging came to hear his sermonSj 
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And doctrines rare, of things and men, 

From Bbrlin and from SLAUcKBNHAnsBN ; — 

(They always brought their flutes in pocket, 

To please some. reigning '^ Lucy Lockit/') 

From Hanover, and Mbcklbnburgh, 

From Strblitz, Hbssb Cassbl, and Homburgh, 

—A paradise of sweets to those 

Who late in life a partner choose,— 

And puzzled much to find a mate, 

In family legitimate. 

To keep up Dynasty of State ! — 

Heiice, when our princes and our kings, 

Think upon matrimonial things, 

» 

They bend their eyes to these Parts rare, 
Where wives, prolific really are- 
Ready as goods at Leipsic fair. 
Such ignorant impatience shew 
To couple with each royal beau,— 
We think, they never yet said. No ! 
And thus do greedy make affiance. 

With John Bull's P s in alliance. 

And knowing too the Commons British 
Are complaisant, and not o'er skittish. 
In granting them a decent dower. 
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And doing all within their power* 
—-But, soft I I smell the morning air, 
(For Poets write all night, I sweai),^ 
rif to my weary couch repair^ 



END OF CANTO 11. 



ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 



CANTO III. 



ARGUM£I>rr. 

t 

9 
Heue Abeillard is prov'd much brighter than any modem lettef 

writer ; bis person is describ'd, and parts, and shoold as Magister of 
Arts. His heart, which never went astray, or bias had to th' nangbty 
way, was now so struck with Heloisa, that he resolv'd to lore and 
please her : she's describ'd, and so is Fnllbert, who if alive woald 
feel much hurt, but, as he's dei^ as a doot nail, we may b' allow'd 
tA him to rail without committing any libel,-^tboogh it's as true 
as any bible. However, Abeillard gets a footing in Fnllbert's 
house, no sooner pat in, than with his heart a pit-a-pat-ing, he 
teaches Louet Greek and Latin, and makes the lovely blushing sinner 
as learned as De Stakhl's Corinna. But here a puzsUng query 
rises, which you and me perhaps surprises, how uncle view'd these 
dang'rous matters ? when he should so have watch'd their waters, 
or 'planted there an old Duenna, who's mostly thought as keen or 
keener than even Oliver ^nd Castles, or any such informing 
rascals, who tell of plots that made noise louder than all Guy Vaux's 
buried powder, of England's ruin, downright shocking, by ammu- 
nition in old stocking ! Now if these highly-favour'd men had their 
advice but taken then, nought would have happen'd to our pair, 
no more than did in this said war ! for plots are construed several 
ways, like Delphic Oracle in old days. Hence then the moral of this 
book is, parents should most sharply look that daughters may'nt be 
left alone, and do as Heloisa's done, but get a tutor old and ugly, 
and then the business goes on snugly. 



ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA. 



CANTO III. 

XlOW rarely do the Sons of Men, 
Aigue so welly and nse the pen, 
As did oat Hero, Abbillaroi 
Doctor, Lecturer, and Bard ! 
That this the case is, read his letters. 
Which might be patterns for bur betters 5 
Elegant, concise, and clear. 
Nothing diffuse, misspelt, or drear 
Like barren wastes without a flow'r. 
Where you may wander for an hour, 
And nothing see ! — ^no ; his Epistles 
Are not encumber'd with such thistles, 
As those in modern days, d'ye see, 

F 
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fieginning thus^ *^ Dear, Dear Anne C" 
And yours^ and only yours for ever. 
Which royal lovers may think clever : 

Such were the sentiments of Y , 

Before this dear turn'd such a Turk ; 
And y^ this famous letter-writer 
Did positively wear a mitre. 
But, to his everlasting praise. 
That priest is wiser now a days ; 

If hence P Bishops you should find 

In scrapes, some wiench 19 in the wind, 
And if such will this trade pursue, 
Why, as tbey bake, so let tliem br«w I 

Look at the letters of Iiobd M]B£Boubnv> 

» 

To Sophia BAOB'i<BY,-^bow fine they tncn ! 

Likewise at his of CtTMBEjLiANS^ 

Whom LapY Gro»v'nor took ii^^hand; 

Abo the noble Mabqdis B. 

Who crimm'd with MifirrRE9& Swary'^ient pis ! 

If these could be call'd b%Uei''dcmiB, 

In modem days, who^d then refuse 

The shilling letter books to use ? 

Why Vaieotines are done as welt. 

But I fergat,-^-4liey*re made to seH I 

— Our H^o's letters were in Latin, 
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On parchment wrcte, not psper satin. 

As Qor fine gilt heroics are^ 

By fops wfao're sNoA> yet wear a star ! 

Which coT«rs maltitndes of sins^ 

In heads- more pointless thaa oar pins. 

Let's now eontiotte the account 

Of AbbiliiAEd's Life, — ^the large amount 

Of this great scene of ectasy, 

(And that there is in constancy). 

For such it ouiat have been wiih one. 

The br^fktest nymph that ever shone 

Beneath the genial son of Fbancb, 

It really looks more like romance. 

But, oh ! no sky's for ever clear, 

Through the whole twelve months in the year,- 

And when we find ^ our hearts full glad,'' 

There always follows something sad ; 

We cannot make extremes to meet 

In ev'ry city, town, or street ; 

E'en when one gets imcommon merry 

With Port, Madeira, or with Sherry, 

Next morn one's noddle is not right. 

And pain oft follows each delight. 

'T^s so itk Love, delicious poison .* 

Which we so dotingly do prize on, 



68 



Until a soffeit cooies,— or worsci 
Crim. Con. Elopement^ or some cursei 
That soon eclipses oar enjoymehts, 
And puts aa end to such employments. 
So 'twas with Abbilla&o and Co.—- 
Presenting snch a tale of woe^ 
That can't be matched by any two ! 
jfjTABBiLLARD had been a Baker^ 
A Batcher^ or an Undertaker, 
And Hbloisa a Dress Maherj 
They m^ht have both sacceeded weH^ 
And had a &m'ly, who can tell ? 
But His the usual plague of learning 
T' encounter folks who're so discerning^ 
As to pick boles in others coats. 
And then traduce with noisy throats. 
Each action of their day and night, 
Putting aU complaisance to flight. 
As if they were bereft of passion. 
And look'd on love as out of fiishion ; 

Witness our grei^ ones of .the state. 
Pillars supporting England's weight. 
By their deep intellectual.brains, 
( Wiiiiout once thinking of tlieir gains !) 
If they should once commit Faux Pas! 
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Which is a prettier name by far, 

'Than 'dultery or fornication. 

Or sad and vile bornification. 

Or any such abomination. 

Why, what a row the papers make 

About a noble— give and take ! 

This too's the way with all, nem. con.. 

Whenever they commit Crim. Con* 

It can't be done in quiet way, 
And settled at some future day. 
But ev'ry one must, — say his say ^ 
^is hard, that great and noble vice» 
Should cost such very noble prices,. 
As ten or twenty thousand pcwndsy 
For trespassing on neighbour's grounds, 
— In other words, as do amiss. 
In other people's fish ponds fish,-~ 
Or beating up forbidden game. 
Which tends to aggrandize one's name 
In our great Calendars of Fame ! 
Thus, when every body talks. 
Learning and wealth are downright baulks^ 
For being a secret, out it flies. 
Attended by a thousand lies. 
—Our Hero's person was superior^ 
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And we may. say to none tnfefiar>--r- 

Figure sublim'd, indeed above 

What women so ufattire aod lore, 

His limbs, in elegant perfection. 

And body kept in d«ie ere^ion, 

(Not stooping, as some people do, 

As if a-going to tie their shoe). 

Shewing a noble, manly strength, 

A flowing roundness in his length ; 

His back dropt in, so hist'ry says. 

As unrequiring any stays,^- 

His chest shew'd too such fine esipansiiln, 

As worthy of so fair a mansion. 

His hair profbse in natural curls, 

(And that goes great way with tl)/e girl^i— • 

Else why each Blood, who all day capers^ 

At night puts up his shock in papers ?) 

Like a fine column rose his throat. 

Yet not so tall as TaAjAM% — note I . 

Nor MoNUMBMT, on Fish Street Hill ! 

Nor PoMPBir^s — which in Egypt's still ! 

Hb brow of wisdom seemM to speak, 

His lips of love, and Oval cheek. 

Did altogether so combine,-— 

Though mortal, he seem'd half divine. 
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We often tbiok thtt CflksiwiMSLD^ 

Who wrote tiioie *^ Letters/^ that now yieW 

Great profit to the BookselleTs^ 

A very grasping. S9t of fjellows, 

If we may judge bj margins wide^ 

Hot and cold pressing tricks beside, 

And large books made of little ones, 

Like a great noise from tiny guns — 

Had really AsBiLiiARD in view, 

Wliom he in text, as model drew :«^ 

For he had French bimisdanoe^ 

Understood music, well could dance. 

Shewed forth an air of quality, 

With none of its frivolity ; 

And then he held such conversation^ 

Arising from fine education, 

In the belles lettres, and fine arts — 

In fact, he was a man of parts 1 

Hence he became a favourite 

With all the sex, as well he might -, 

But in his letter to a friend. 

He says himself so near the end. 

He shunn'd the Lais's and Bangs, 

Who hold our nobles in their fangs. 

Making them pay so high for tack> 
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Their fine legs, and deceitful clack.^*^ 

And yet, 'tis dang'rpus to go near 

Some nimble fisted Vixens, where. 

Instead of kisses, he perhaps. 

May get a milling on the diops ! 

For Cupid now with «ac/& «o ambles. 

As to get sparring with the fambles. 

And Love himself, amongst these roses, 

Comes ofi^ with dreadful bloody noses,-^ 

Which happened late, — without more fuss, 

T' an honest cock, — ^^ and onb of cs ;** — 

For now these white armM girls, or strumpets. 

Employ their tongues as loud as trumpets, — 

Bucks thunder too, but then their sound 

In the superior noise is drown'd. 

Though some do mind their noise no more 

Than Birnib does a drunken ***** ! 

I scorn to speak but what is true. 

The devil ought to have his due ; 

Who'd think this from blue powder eyes,. 

And figure that with Vbnus vies? 

And yet those eyes do flash like h*ght'ning. 

When they the Dandies are a fright'ning : 

So have I seen a heav'nly show'r. 

Clouds dropping fatness, with a pow'r. 
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Clearing the streets^ and into shops, 
Sending most exquisite fine fops ; 
Yet when the deluge reaches grates, 
I>riving old shrimps, and stalish sprats. 
Tumbling the garlmge o'er and o'er. 
Till it has reach'd the common shore. 
We turn our eyes from this chok'd mixture, 
And elsewhere make ourselves a fixture,-^ 
In other words, shew statesmens' skill, 
Who let fools fight, while we sit still. 
But who'd have thought there were such girls 
So long ago ? who set their curls. 
And caps, to captivate young folk, 
When they might take their evening walk ? 
(As still they do at Palais Rotal, 
I hope the British are more loyal 
Towards their wives they've left at home. 
Than with such naughty creatures roam,—-) 
In jobs like these, the swain that lingers 
Is sure at last to burn his-— fingers ; 
From tramping Phetnb's such as these. 
As. always bent away his-^knees ; 
He never paid his dozen franks. 
For love illicit, and such pranks. 
As all the fiithers wrote about. 
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Making their .usual folio rout : 

He had great delicacy too^ 

Before he e'en began to woo^ 

Resolving ne'er to say good bye 

To logic or phiiosopfa]s 

But rather to unite the twftin^ 

And 'then *^ ask leave .to sit again." 

ButXove^ who'3 all omnipotent. 

On undivided empire bent. 

Ruling o'er hourts in sole dominion, 

(iaugh'd at poor Abbilu^rd's opinion; 

And now 'tis just as well to state, 

Our hero had full oft of late. 

Felt those emotions which men do, 

When they at first begin to woo : 

He had acquir'd both wealth and glory. 

Things in themselves but transitory, — . 

— He felt a certain vacuum, 

A languid enervation come ; 

E'en Hbrcujles the distaff held. 

And in Omphajlb's court excell'd 

In gallantry, to please the fair, 

— ^After destroying Bull and Bear ! 
Paris (we say it with vexation) 
Was then, as now, all dissipation ! 
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For where the cpurt is all oor^upt^ 

Vice uncaird eaters moit abrupt 

Into the breasts of aU so ample. 

By influence of high example! 

Close by our hero's lecture school, . 

Liv'd FoLLBBRT, one who play'd the fool, 

As Canon of church Ndtre Dame, 

In form like knave of clubs, caird Pam ! 

Who masses sung, and got fajs dues. 

Which canon never could refuse : 

Gave absolution too, to folks 

Who came repentant of their jokes. 

And get whitewash'd from ancient soores. 

And then play new ones with the *****s : 

We rather think th' absolver wanted, 

Some absolution to be granted 

E'en to himself, for mtre nous, 

This very piece within our view. 

Was not his niece, but bis slap daughter : 

— ^As for her Ma, as none e'er caught her 

In Fullbert's stall, in a Crim. Con. 

No action therefore laid upoo# 

Howe'er this niece was lov'd most dearly 

And she deserved it too most cletarly« < 

Imagine then a lovely maid. 
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About eighteen, her hair in braid. 
Of colour black, with sparfclmg eyes, 
And figure of propmtion'd size ; 
A shape as elegant and true 

# 

As ever Grecian artist drew : — 

In all the richest bloom of youth. 

Her front the index of all truth. 

Most graceful too about the hips, 

With pouting and geranium'd lips, 

(Like Mary, queen of Scots, by Shbbwin, 

A print engrav'd by th' elder War&en j) 

Her teeth more white and r^ular 

Than ever artificial were,-:- 

Her nose the genuine aquiline, 

Her tout ensemble quite divine ! 

All that the poets feign'd of yore 

In her bright form shone out the more ; 

Such a sweet accent !' Such an air ! 

So beautiful 1 So deboimotre / 

In ftict, she would be quite resistless 

E'en to a Stoic, e'er so listless : — 

Not Vknus shewing ofi^to Paris,. 

On Ida's mount, with her vagaries, 

(A charming figure, we confess. 

If like the Venus aux beUesfesseSyJ 
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Or the majestic queen of heav'ni 
JuNOy when with her cestas giv^n, 
To captivate the heart of Jovr^ 
That shaker of the spheres ahove ! 
Not e'eo the beauteous Mrs. Mardtn, 
Who blooms so sweet near Covent-garden ; 
Who, it is said, the heart of W^^s 
Once metamorphbs'd into iron* 
That heart at seasons soft and pliant 
As is a dounsel's to his client, 
Though soft and hard alternately. 
And in a reute^room stem and stately ! 
L (With eccentricity so full. 

Loves Port and claret out of skull ; 
— — ^And further, in sepulchral work, 

Prefers a thigh*bbne to his fork, — 
Proving some tastes are any how. 
Like that of her who kissed her cow!) 
— Yet in a comer conquering all, 
« L— y Glenarvon's" fiend-like gall, — 
Witness that bold three vol. romance, 
Outdoing Italy or France ; 
As to it's moral, 't should be recfcon'd — 
Fit for the age of Charles the Second ! 
Not e'en the late and lovely Brdnton, 
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Whose eyes> fftccj figsure^ all di4 biiiit on 

Whene'er she played, until LoroCravsw 

Steer* d her into the marriage Itavcii,*^ 

Not e'en she ever could compare 

With Hbwua, F0lx«bht's heir;*^ 

Nor could th' attractions of O'Nbill^ 

Whose magic tone makes iallbearts feel> 

Rival our heroine's fine V4>ice> 

More sweet than airs from Aenb or Bovcsa : 

Nor could Miss Dkjncan's smaUrcIoth^^ %ure, 

That irritate! sor-^liticsrigoiur/ 



To see limbs Out of petticoats. 
On which her huband fondly dotes. 
Or should, as freehold piop^y, 
Leas'd out from ev'ry othereyeyt^ 
But thus dispb/d to searching ken, - 
And telescopes of oueious men. 
Who judge of more by«what they see, 
In fact the whole anatomy 5— 
Not her, nor Kbilt, Aor all such, 
Who wear loose breeches Kke the Piiteb). 
Could aught in figure ener «kew. 
Like Hbloisb from top to toe x 
As for her mind 't was amply stor'd ; 
For she the dassics had explored* 
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She knew the Latin, and the Greek, 

And could a little Hebrew speak : 

She quite attracted all who heard her. 

Hence ev'ry cooe of course ador'd her. 

Her wit too was of audi a uori, 

(Unlike that wit now usf'i at court ; 

In which, 'tia own*d, they're always ready. 

With quip or nspartee unatoady, — ) 

As to the moral of the thing,-^ 

Psha! Talk of morals round a ♦**t ?•— 

For though a CQurt soMinds wondrous fine, 

And all they. say and do^-^-divijue I 

And though they make a vast pietence 

To d^c^ncy and sober ;sense. 

Lift but the curtain up> you'll aee 

Pomp, pride, and ran|c debauchee, 

In radiant gUtter sta^k abroad,, 

Peer act the p**Pt the peeress b**d ; . 

—But noble p***s despise disgracQi 

They're sure to get, an/d keep a ptacoi 

Though their own kip, and dearest half. 

Is put upon the royal staff! 
Th' affiront (if such) is p^s'd as soon . 
As I can say — ^Jaek Robinson ; 
And what with titles^ jewels;, lands, 
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They allarottiid content kiss — ^hands : 

Besides^ none of the royal pages 

Miss in such case their quarters' wages ; 

They all look like a thriving band^ 

As most do, who've got cash in hand, — 

At least all history says so, 

Since »**»*»» has been the go ! 

Thus oar Hsloisb did excel 

Those ladies who now bear the bell ; 

For independent of her learning, 

And penetration most discerning. 

She shew'd extreme humility,-— 

Vastly unlike nobility 

In modern days, who 're mighty proud. 

And prate their nonsense quite aloud ; 

But it soon withers and decays, 

like leaves with which the whirlwind plays, 

Or like the passing winds that die. 

And end in mere nonentity ! 

Now Abbillard, it's likely he. 

As he liv'd near, might often see 

This lovely creature, as we now do 

r 

When we pass }ff a parlour window. 
Young ladies at their needle-work. 
Looking as grave as any Turk ; 
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No sooner oar leard'd Htio saw faer^ 
Than he'wal^ ready to wididrdw he^, 
For love is such a greedy thing. 
As well with cataon as with king, < 
That with their all^impatient eye^ 
They view and long to &eize the prizes 
With flashing eagerness of soiil 
They contemplate the wish'd-for goal ; 
A looker on wonld say 'twas droll ! 
Just such a yiolent impression 
(And here we have his own confession}, 
Upon him work'd our Hero&^'& %ure, . 
Making his very eyes grow bigger. 
FuLLBRftt, who deady lov'd his ni<ice, 
(She was indeed a Idvely piisce 1) 
Knew well hergenttts, and her wit. 
And therefore fortdi learning fit; 
Resol v'd to teach her I^tin^ 6reek> : . ; 
The French shecoiild alrckidy speak* . 
She had a smattering' of such. 
Bat uncle wish'd it twice as rnudi; 
For though himseir.no ftimdus scholar. 
Nor by his woildi e'eir gain'd a^ dollar, . 
He knew the valiieof such iame; 
And so does many a batcher's d^me* > 

o 
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Who place their dangbten to gi}eat sdiools. 
Hence the Miss Mhirowfrts. am^t look i . 
He therefore wishM tohave a aiMater, ' 
That HEiiOisA'inight teaxnrfatter,****^ 
But then he lov'd his mqoey too. 
And such expense might mdie hitt me' . 
The project now in dogitation» * 
Namely^ her finished «du«itionj<^ - * v. 
Like some neav laHisy'Withr'Sotila'ao doae^ 
Who live, as they weirid8iarraia'inD«ie» 
And while of wealth /they tare tbehoardergy 
Put out the^ chiMffW as half boatdera^ > . 
Or masters faaiPe thfeelimas b'^wmIL 
To teach their 4i6pe'fob honr'to^speak^— f 
Writing, ArithfaMCic^ ahdiFredcby . : 
To eldest bc^/^and eMcstiwisndT^ . 

(And get twelliB lessoiwfilraipbiiiid. 
For all this gramfinar, sensed and souiid 1) 
Who then 'retidl 'it - lower dow% . ^ ' 
Teaching the rest for hal£*a-40iaiim9 . 
Instead of thirty pounds per year^ / r 
Which sakly can't be^ eounled: dear, ^ > 
So say Jefi L^NCAmsB and BIbax., 
Whose systedis have audoecdbdr wdU. 
— However, AbbuxHeI) was afy,- 
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And up to FvtJMmadrF^jAe.bfe^^ 

For being then bk brother Cftnoiti ,/ 

He knew how fend he w«s oi mmmon ; . 

Wishing to get at HuoiSA^ «. 

And then tiy 4|ifae o^uld to pleM^ her* 

(Mark now ! bow he adroitlj batten 

And knocks oldf^jaiitiftiBBTlsivittasfaattersi) 

He par kuAawdjMe day made imention 

To this old miseff:htA hitenitioMy 

** Of boardings in sonc decoat way^ 

'^ CareleyatsrhakeTer he might pay^ 

'' As long^ tiiriqps were sang and quiet," 

(For clergjnilea can't bear a riot !} 

^^ If you have any room td (spare^ 

** And as we feUoilr CfUKNEis 9X9, 

'^ I should be gUd- you'd take me w, 

'< What say jEOtt, Sir ! ahaU we begin r 

The misery «iie need hardly say. 

Met this proposal with a yea^-^ 

He felt de%hted ta be able 

With this great man to sit at table. 

He saw a tutor for his ward» ' 

Who'd pay hun well for bed and board, 

(Which saving notion is no jdce 

With some deep cdculating foUk !) 
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What jojr was this to ABSfLLARB, 
To live with one he so ador'd \ 
To breakfost with her ev'ry day, 
Have opportunity to pay 
Or make his compliments so fine. 
And with her sit, and sup, and dine, 
(For he Had sent her biUet doux^ 
Which few young ladies ocmld refose). 
To be her Beau, or Cicerone, 
Cortejo, Cicisbeo, Crony ! 
When she to vespers went, or pnass^ 
And clear the road to let her pass, 
Or when she went to church at Matjos, 
To hold her ridicule or pattens ; 
For ladies, then, thought it no treat 
To pray, and stand with chilly feet. 
And carriages were rather scarce. 
Sedans were yet unknown as chairs. 
Which modern ladies lounge about in^ . 
And often go to church or Rout in ; 
Which idle ways neied not surprise. 
Fine ladies are not near the size 
They were of old ; witness statues, . 
That sculptors then were wont to use . 
As marble models of the sex. 
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Which do our quality so vex. 

Who are so failed off in siee ; 

Philosophers^ who tell no lies^ 

Say so, and prove it too as well. 

As many a book and statue tell. 

Whoever saw a podcet Venus 

Like Lady ♦*♦*? (but this between us)* 

Learn hence, ye females of high Ton, 

Nor stunt your forms as semi-grown^ 

By vapid indolence and sloth. 

Late hours, high living, worse than both ! 

Why, only look at your own maids> 

Those square stern'd, very thun^pihg jades^ 

— ^For since of late that end's in fashion. 

For sitting, shew, or admiration, 

^is notic'd here ;-^view their plum|> anus, 

Thw mottled elbows too in charms, 

Sbewing.the lively red and blue. 

As if they'd had a good set to 

In Five's Court with some boxmg Jei^ ; 

And lor dheir flesh, it i» as hard 

As head of many a modern Bard ! 

These are the fruits 6{ exercise. 

Which brightens too their {acuities; 

Ladies ! quit Laudanum and Champ'aigne ! 
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Also your short ecstatic reign. 

Whene'er you would be quite dMne! 

And in Quadrille or Concert shinie. 

And there afiect the super^fahnyin. 

To dazzle or attract some new-mtm; 

Who'd be content with faalf Ah fiiss. 

Whene'er fdr better oi* fbr worse, ' 

He waiits a wife^-^and not a detl ! 

Who only lives M Masque and Blilt I 

— ^Now FuLLBifiRT, when he'd got his lodger, 

Just like a sly and deep olil codger, 

Hinted about his Hieit^e's; parts, ' ' 

What she did know about the arts. 

The dcidnces, an<} the b^tl^ lettres^ - * 

And how she ought to kfioW' them better f 

Twas i^ that* so fifie a tafete, ' 

Like hidden jBow'rs^ shottid "bloofn to waste, 

And begg'd heM put her tc> sotMften^g, ^ 

Which might ialpti9ve^berse«se>AQd 'breeding; 

Now: Abbullakd, (whd knew his eue),! H 

Promis'd,— liat '^detibted ii:'tmbld«% 

" For wom0i»:iittre. not foid /Qf b9<&s;> , .\ 

^ But studying to impro^f) tliejur iooks^'.' r 

He therefore added>'*^^^ I epoC^sj;^., ,; 

^rj4ottbt the 8cheDa^,.but wts|^:^^occ89i"* 
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^FoT FaLLBRKT KuBytlttiided o'er 

His Qkoe 'WiAki 4ho ku^jr dool^ ^ . 

Told he% .-^^.'te^do viTslie-fwasJ bid^ 

*^ And/BOt require 4iftao be. cfaid,/ i 

'' If Hk bar kssbki iske'^i ktfe, . 

'* That ABjucLASDfhDiMiflagtttate^ : / 

<' But hop'd shelwoQld be'diligtiit; 

<< And! read iier folio Septui^t; 

<< WiHiom hb c&idlbg> pr bia Abggtog, 

<* Farewell !cidc9if Bie^e! I dlBBt be jogging !" 

And here) allow us iMttsei a whiii^ ' ^ 

At such aimjpHcily to sttifle ; 

We think the ancle wis a fbol 

■MM ' * 

To pert his niece to sudb a scbMl^ ~ - 

— ^Who runs into the Hoh's jAwsy ' ' '>' 
Or trusts hionself within his clawsf?- 
Fm sure our wise Papa^s and Ma^ 
Would ne^cr encourage such a filrbe,- " " ' * 
(And if they did, IM hate *tm ^er, 
As Old Niek hates your holy water), ' 
As have a beautiful young man, 

f 

Their daughter's studies thus to plan I ' 
But if they're or'non, or so. 
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Why then tbfir^'s mv^^l^^^X^c^' !tU,ti^e; 
Deforin'd lik^ IU$a)^f«tic099A^PlfflM»^^i 
Or on ocoasiobs, eA^aliiSTQK^,; .* j jc 
Or DAViD.RizJBi^iy^i^WhoAive/knowit -'.': 
Was tutor, and fMrchancetftbeBUj-p' .1 L.^ 

As ^SOP, .or SlB £DWA]ID.Mo«LBl!^r «'. ' 

In Landlord's Tales. jusA' told: so brakvigf. : - 

Or^ I poigbtadd aaiaiki'rais lord", ,• ;. . i * 

Who'd frighten e'eti a.ooodorblrd^ « :. 

(Much like that famous maypr of Gfifrat, 

Sir Du^sTAi^f peQple.i4&'4 tQ stavQ «(t,) 

He rn^keff 9ii!ch.itg)y facas.thftt,. .i 

One think^ he's grinning fpr.a bat, . . 

Looking like She4;t»iid witchrr-incfDgj. . 

He's such a viejy, ^gly dof i ,, 

— ^This he can't help, but all mea can 

Avoid insulting; lovely woman.! — 

But even tlvpn, are glrlp^^cqm^,,^,; . . * 

From the soft feeling^-riirein^ture ? -,■ . 

For, whenyoung folks .are l^fi^ ^lone,. 

Somehow^ there's ypry little done,*^ 

At least in way of reading books ; 

— ^They're reading, one another's looks ! . 

And in our day and generation, . 

The music master's occupation 
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Seems most to flatter street yoang miss. 
Who soon is ready 'to«ky,-*-Yes ! 
To any overtures he*d ib'ake,— • • ' 
Which some dare do, who play the rake; 
Who'll bring an am'roas song of Moob^^ 

—To try the variations o'er,^— 

^^ Pray ^g this part with more ez^stsion/' 

Pointing to her some plain confessioD,*— 

That what with love and music too. 

Miss is prepared, — ^If he will woo ! 

— ^Need we here say at Abbillabd's coming. 

How HjeioisA's thoughts were roaming. 

O'er all her lover's great perfections,' 

Whose head was stor'd with such collections 

Of classic wisdom ? can't be doubted,— 

If any shook. their headsy— she pouted; 

No doubt, unusual agitation. 

Over her cheeks difius'd cai'nation,— 

To have at home so learn'd a scholar,' 

And hence it did af^pear to follow. 

After their, stolen conversation, 

— His letters free from afiectation,— - 

That love produc'd in her a trance. 

That the wild annals of romance. 

Shew nothing like it, as to strength. 



« 
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Uneqaalt'd in it's dtpth and lengthy^— 
-—It was the posrerfttl ordeal^ 
The dispositions So idealy^ 
With incidents in^cdmbination^ 
Set her jbting heart in palpitatioiii 
And finally produeed a passion^ 
Which in oner Word -s-^noi«r dnt of tehion ! 
— Howc?«r, As*i»ARB did his duty^ 
In twinii^ leahiing's wreatii with beauty^ 
She said hep lesson^ wttti'isueh ease, 
(Determinhig^ htfact, to please;)' 
Her progress was so qukk-and striking. 

Not onljf^in her books,*-^but IHdng, — 
Thkt nf^ver )«tras proficiency. 

E'er Iniown in s«^h a strong diegpee^ 
He fitishMo^di her in all the loiie. 
Which he well -ond^stood before \ 
Taught tonguea in all vari^ties^ 
Also the' lahgnage of the «yc8,^^ 
Which to the' heart so dkarly spieak, 
They've twen^^* times the)force)of Gx)eek,> 
Or anyiKiflect reebrdf ^ V i 

If we may take the poet's wo»d,-^ 
For they can beantf wkh teve one how, 
Next widi contempt and ^angef-low'r. 
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And shew all changes of the mind^ 
To any one— that h not 6Hnd ! 
Poor Hbloisa/ almost lost) ' 
And in the ba^k of passion tost. 
We must boW leaire for a'short tiine> 
To talk of lo^e, atkenie soUimei*^ 
Which lUakeB men fuei by taros^ and gay, 
That urges all, both young and grey, 
To do the oddest, strangest things > 
From bqfgars> uptomigbty kings ; - 
Which "fills one ioVeriwith'deligliti 
And to anoithci) says. Good dightt 
WhioH'firi^dly palfting word liixieaiit, 
Not in the usual sentiibtfikt, 
But ^' go and hang yourself l-^ryow ioay ! 
'' I hate yrl -^Qdriiist's.alL^ni sayl" : 
Such is ^he faf^, tItmoSi Attends 
The very neai^est of dur^Afteodsv'' >^ 
Though not so efegantlysttid, ' • 
As was by tilts accoiU^lishM'tiiaid }-^ 
—Or thos,^^-<^ ( i^Miy fe^ akeh Maiteir'd^ 
<< That you hare 'thus assatilf and battered, 
*^ Sweet, gent^cjlsir, this for^ of mine, 
" —The citadel Til ne'er resign : 
*^ Take my advice, and raise the siege, 
'* For to my own importance, liege. 



92 

^* 1 never will capitulate, 
** Unless, at length, compeird by fate j 
^* In vain you undennine and sap 
'' With LiTTtE^s Poems, in foolscap, 
*' RoussjBAV and L**b, seducing elves, 
^^ Those engines in the (ovm of twelves ; 
" Stbvjsnson, M»***n, and Lbwis,. . 
*' And sach artificers, — as these, 
*^ So many^ bombs, and fire grenades, 
'* Leveir^ at simple, thoughtless maids ! 
— Thus spoke, a nymph of modem days. 
Who (vastly odd,) disdainM the bays, 
WreathM round some ladies of the ton, 
A wreath of prostitution. 
— But, soft! — See, up in blaze of ^Id, 
Aurora ! god of day, we'ne told : — 
Bards, like high life, turn day to night, ; 
They have so much to read and write. 
Their bat-like muses woo the dark. 
Like Exquisite, or Dandy Spark ! 
Sweet god of sleep to thee I flee, 
Farew^U 1 farewell 1 reinember me ! 

END OF CANTO III. 
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CANTO IV. 



ARGUMEin*. 



LovB is describ'dy— the desperate, the basbfiil, and the moderate, the 
whioingy and the crim-con. sort, which shines so radiant now at coort, 
where at the gate stands Capid sentry, who there points out the 
Drfiii ffn^^, . Imiiffefence, is theJ| discoss'd, whet|ier it is most 
blelt, or «arst, hot which wa have ieAnlidi'd ^nilk, and tent ftiU 
gallop to Old Nick, here looking fiercer than a Tartar, when lUly 
bent to give no quarter: and as there are some Stoic dogt,-^ 
(bach'lors beside, sad useless logs,) who estimate the lorely sev, 
as spending so mncfa cash and v«i their pefhuid bnsbands and their 
lovers, hera is a set down to these rovers, (Jove send it goes as I de- 
sign'd it, to make these grombling sinners mind it, however, they 
may think them clever, 'tis better late repent than never!) by shew- 
ing what dear woman is^ both in their actlpns and their phis; and 
proof there is upon the case, as plain as nose on C— s' fiue, how 
women shine so in all things, from gen'rals np to wives of kings, as 
preachers, or in any way, act np their ports in life's great play* To 
shew it is so, here's instances by fiicts display'd and not by fiuicies, 
for all from history is quoted, and moral too to each is noted ; I'd 
even quote on such occasions, from Genesis to Revelations, all argu- 
ments that could be brought on for and against, that could be thought 
on. As to the rest, another day I'll chat a while— but now can't stay I 
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We miist(Gmifeas>ii|:8ober Vidn^, 
That Lov^ actaifi dote allied iOLiilad&ess, 
It inakes vs d» the od^t things^ 
So Avon SHASttaiiRK sweetly tings, 
Andev'i;f «therMliortoo^' .^ 
Bringing saMfaet within ^luriri^w* 
Plato call'd Lave-v^tfaenttj devil ! 
The fountain of ^all olh« ievfl^> - 
A petticoat administiation^ 5 
Requiring th" utmoit HmitatipB^ . . < 
Love makes a Httmatt 'beast, •^jI'MajH'! 
And then reversing snoh his plan, 
It makes a man a beast too <iften, 
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'Stead of one's mulishness to soften ; 

In some, 'tis turbulent and rough, 

As many wives know well enough,-— 

In some, 'tis violent and sharp, 

And therefore sooner like to warp,— - 

Witness those .flights to CvtmsA Gbbbdt,. 

So oft by Carlisle people seen. 

To get tied up by blacksmith Millbr, 

Who'd disunite them, — for the HUer! 

But that they soon save him the trouble. 

Proving such hasty ties, a bubble, 

By soon eloping from great spouses. 

Roaring out, ^' Plague on both your houiea!" 

In otheri. Love comes very bashful, . 

Though, like ^^ Young Marlow," very radifiil, 

'Mong women of a certain life, — . 

But, when in quest of virtuous wife. 

He queerly looks aside and stutters. 

Sneaking about Uke cat in gutters. 

Walking whole hours the door before. 

Not vent'ring once within the door,-— 

Making his very mispress laugh, . 

Who thinks him. too poUte by half, 

Thus to be taken for a thief, 

By ev'ry watchmaii's best belief, — 
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Prowling about to catch a glance, 
Such bashfulness is quite romance ; 
A mortal well may be afraid, 
Ifwch respect doth hedge a maid ; . 
But when he takes his mistress' hand. 
The fellow then can hardly stand, — 
— ^And hence arose the bended knee. 
Which oft in pictures now we see. 
Making a shew pathetical. 
That's r'ally quite poetical ! 
— ^In others. Love is vastly furious. 
And tl^h with oaths, no way penurious I 
Pray read the Sorrows of poor Wbrtbr ! 
Ah, cruel Charlottb ! — ^would it hurt her 
T' have run away from husband Albbrt, 
And spent an evening at the Talbot ? 
An inn hard by where then they liv'd, 
By which its jolly landlord thriv'd, — 
For Wbrtbr bought the brewer's lease, 
And made it present to his niece. 
Ah ! could he have foreseen the splutter 
That rose from Charlotte's spreading butter, — 
— Her taper fingers cutting slices- 
Ob, Love ! thou'rt bought at sad high prices,— 
When pistol balls mast go through temples, 

H 
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For a men {mv of German 'dinpks ! 
The same sad story tire discover 
In Ortis^ an Italka lover,^-* 
WeVe read his ietters-^they*re divine^-*- 
But rather in the desperate line! 
Thbresa's father, like most sires 
Who never- reason on love^s^rei. 
Got her a husband, rich and.greati 
A clever fellow, — an the state,-— :• 
Who could a carriage give Jus daughter, * 
A thing that old men well loQk:after^— 
Expertence makes them so discerning. 
At blunders past they will .take waorning ; 
ffethott^tthatOaTia might resign, 
When thus turned out, but we, opine 
It tumM his 1)rains,— ^and others s^y 
He fairly blew them all aWiay ; . 
We only mention scenes like thiQse^ 
To shew the tragic,-^by degrees,-^- 
For in this amatory work 
Fiolion is ne'er allowed to smirk, 
Enhancing aught the pow'r of love^ 
Which facts like.tbeise so clearly pDpve. . 
Did not JoQN Hackm^n shoot Mxss Bjly, 
As .she came straight out from fhe play ? 
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Read but the bookoall'd ** Love and Madness^ 

The story's told' with sober sadness, 

Which leaver us here the less to do. 

With .those who will thus desp'rate woo,^- 

Kagiag. like Mount Vksuvius^ 

Or Hbcla's, Etka's' boiling gas ! 

—-Some men have hung themselves for Love, 

And some to shoot themselves did. move^*— 

Some to poisonf*--40ine to drowning take, 

Forcing Lambeth watermen to rake. 

And drag their nets fos these love gudgeons, 

Taking such courses in high dudgeons. 

E'en Bajazjst knoqk'd out his brains 

Against his dAge, to end his pains,— 

He lov'd his wife .Djkspina,-^so,-«* 

He could not witness att her woe ! 

— But in a d^uitory way, 

More fjurts than these we've yet to say* 

—-Others there ar^ who's love's like Babel, 

Confus'd, inconstant, and unstable. 

Who would sip honey like the bee. 

And seek it in variety I 

Know nought of Love, nor of its uses, 

But act like mere naturoe lusus ! 

Look at those noble slaves to Grim. Gon. 
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They're mberable all, nem con, — 
The woman, that is thus abus'd 
Might rather beg to be excus'd,— ^ 
Than fill the hot bed of another. 
And make such execrable bother. 
With all the children on both sides, 
Love pledges of these nobk brides. 
Who all change places a^ in dance, 
A kind of fashionable prance, 
Exactly d la mode de France! 
The wretched husbands too embroil'd. 
With their own weapons thus are foird,-— 
For all retain just so much honour. 
To clap the laws of God upon her, — 
That is, to marry her as soon 
As th' adultr'ous honey-moon 
Is partly o'er, and dear Divorce, 
Welcome to long robe men of course. 
That dvil set, the Corpus Juris, 
Affirm their conduct now quite pure is,— ^ 
Stamping authority upon 
What had been well or not well done. 
Is now pronounc'd by Sir Nichol, 
The Pres. of this Conventicle— - 
Away they go to church to swear. 
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What they once solemn swore before, — 

And would again, if fates conspire / 

To set their changeling hearts on fire ; 

Such legal wedded dog day work 

Could never be outdone by Turk, — 

In England, this phenomenon 

Is to the Ton, sine qua noit, — 

A passport to a brilliant court, 

Where all great thingummies resort. 

Id esty if they all keep their coaches, 

(No fsuch thing known as court reproaches !) 

Thus well, may Love be out of date, 

When lust can so predominate, 

Without the merest plea of youth. 

Or any plea at all forsooth ;-^ 

As well may Mrs. C ^ pretend. 

As Lady A her manners mend. 

— ^Enough of these great pieces, light, 
Who still shine out — but, late at night, — 
Like glow worms, blazing by their tail, 
(And blazing more, because they're frail), 
Or, Cuba fire-flies at night fall. 
Prancing like the devil and all 1 
For, 'Quality is now so nice, 
They make a friendly Club of Vice I 
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^—Others there are^ so captious seen, 
Whose love's so brimful of the spfeen^ 
Like Faulklanp in the play; sO'iyhioiog^ • 
£ver a stewing and repining, 
Triunfiphing b'er their'mi&rtress' heart. 
In shifting, or spasmodic start ; ;' • 
Alternately to them appears, ' i 
Love can't be true, unless in tears ; 
One night encourages .the flame, r 
The next, he tries to quench the same,*— 
Then writes apologetic letter, 
With promise lo behave mubh better,— 
But when next evening oomes, Jie-sdumb I 
Can't dance ! nor will he see her home f 
— Perhaps some sudden jeillouis fit ' 
Disturbs the irritable^, 
Proudly diffdains tof«tate ithecaose. 
And thus offends LbVe's nic^t laws, — 
Hence Lovers* quarrels often "rise 
With t'hdise who'll stfCh sublt6nities. ' 

— Others therfe are, who feel Love's yoke 
Not half so much 'as we,-^h^ joke 5 - 
Who coolly court and coolly wed. 
And then as coolly go to bed, ' ' 
As Grecian Porson did, stt^atige wight I 
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Who went from ^burehj-and stay'd tUI.Qiglit^ 

Smoking hiA jpipe^ajt pjubjic-houst, 

Forgetting that.be had a sp<aise/-^ .. 

And this t<K)k pl*^e ia town af; Ii0N]>oir, . 

Where thH^.f&re daily done and undone. 

How cool wat^DocTOB Johnson's state^ 

Shewing hii grlmdeiir and hiis weighty 

The fiUstdaythetbe'gDlia.mate; ' 

He certainty #a9i!n9ii8troii8taross^ 

Both to his spouse and to hi» hot se ; 

It seems^ he wish'dto shew bis wife 

That he'd be governor alibis Kfe : 

— ^And otherkamed m^n, < I've beard^ ^ 

Have quite Jfbrgot their pligbted word^ 

Keeping the ladies aU day .waiting. 

While they w^ e writing, or dktating. 

Ambling their wits in wrong dipection. 

An iBsutt ! thal's past all correction 1 

But these, (you'll say), are stocks and stones,—- 

Tis hardly worth while to thmo bonei 

At such unnat'ral selfish elves, 

Who think of norone but themselves ; 

If folks will wed, why let tbemlo^. 

Not k» as cfdd as firel^is.stoVe,-^ 

iSbcAcoitftiiigsartsisall'lEihhimLl. .. 
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^' To this compIexioQ you must come^** 
Or not at all ; no half-way houses 
Are e'er allow'd by loving spouses ! 
Tis " all for Love, or world well lost," , 
Indiff'rbncb mtist give up the ghost I 
We'll state some instances to shew 
That wives can love as they should do ; 
QusBN Ellinob, first Edward's wife, 
Sttck'd poison to preserve his life. 
Oat of his near arm, as some tell, 
fiy dart infected, aim'd too well. 

Cornelia lov'd dead Gracchus so. 
She tipt King Ptolemy — the go, — 
Unlike th' Ephesian matron, madi 
(More shame t' her memory, by Gad I 
Who took t' her arms a soldier lad ;) 
Queen Artemisia, no one prouder, 
Swallow'd her husband in love-powder,-— 
For first, she had Mausolus baked. 
Then all his ashes neatly rak'd. 
And put into a glass of wine. 
Knowing — no more, she'd woo'the nine I 
Another Artemisia, bold. 
Great warlike deeds perform'd, we're fold, ^ 
Whom Xbrxbs highly complimented. 
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—Yet found love could not be prevented ;•« 
Darbanus^ he on whom she doted^ 
Not looking favorably, 'tis noted^ — 
She had his eyes put out, poor fellow ! 
Then she would be sorry for't, and bellow, 
Thus f— " If it's joy to wound a lover," 
Full soon she found those joys all over ; 
At last, she so took on to weep. 
She made another Sappho's leap. 
Quenching love's fires below the water, 
A shocking way that girls are after, 
Committing thus, felo de se. 
Whether in Serpentine or Sea. 
Poor Portia ! when she lost her Brutus, 
Wept in the groves of the Arbutus, 
And calling for a pan of coals, 
She ate them all red hot, by goles ! 
By which she chok'd herself, 'tis said, 
— ^To this was Cato's daughter led : 
Unhappy girl ! perhaps the pledge, 
(As Plutarch doth somewhere alledge,) 
When Cato lent his wife t' his friend. 
Query, what Interest might he send 
Back to kind Cato ? — good and great,-— 
What might he say on the receipt? 
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Cato bad other whims : — be made 

His ev'ry'servaQt, man aod jade^ 

Hie unto mistress Cato's breast^ 

And therms part^e lacteal feast, — 

^' That they migbt betti^r love their lord 

^^ And mistress top/' (whom he ador'd.) 

Whether, she lil^'d the thing, or no, 

This dei>onent 4otb not know ; 

Rumour sajfs, tbciy all got lax}r, 

After inhaUng' such galaxy ; 

For woman's mUH, nor asses' suits, 

To.grown up folk3,*-rr|pi' some grow brutes. 

As th' ass purvey4)r. ***** tells. 

Who formerly supplied tiiese swells » 

Sad Vmtvs b^ing. cond^mn'd to die>, 

Arria, his wif^,. began to cry,-»-* 

Unwilling to sur vjye 'her P^nus, 

She stabb'd herself, a sha^ quietus ! 

Then holding up the cri^l blad^ 

It is not paii;iful, d^ar, ! sbe sai^ ; 

— The truth of which, makes us quite stagger, 

We think iSbie ^b'd abput. the dagger. 

Androbiache ! gf^t HjBCTpn's wife. 

Draws tear;ii^of pit^, — "pc^ my iife ;-^ 

The mother of AsxyAif A,x, . 
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That cbaraiiBg litde cock-o'-wax^ — 
To tell her griefs would be misnomer, 
Being better palilted in Pope's Homer. 
Paulina! SsnbcA's Idn^d wife. 

I 

With dying husband had a strife. 

Wishing with him to end her pains, 

And for this purpose cpeM her veins. 

Which, those who stood by, wqul^'t allow, — 

And see her blood conjugal jBow> 

Styptic applied, which soon it stops. 

Somewhat like Turlington's ikm'd drops ; 

Well, she liv'd on, ' her face tia^dd wholly. 

With '^ pale and yellow mehindioly ;'' 

So Tacitus has told the stpry. 

To her's ^d S^peca'B great glory. 

Queen Dino's love, that's sketched so well, 

In Delphin Vihgils, (which .th^ se]l>) 

— ^How basely ^cted that .(£N#;A8^ * 

Though handsome as die fellpwviFas ?-*^ 

Hamlet migtvt fmk, as.wastisiduty,' 

Can honesty disixMirse with beauiy i 

P^gmaliott's iiiotex ! 'twas /t&y ft te, . 

To roast thyself m piled ^tftle. 

Singing that tuoey ". Vtliither my love,"-- 

Because MvtMAS chose to rQVe,r**- 
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— On tbftt spot too^ she shed salt tears^ 
Cali'd Tunis, very near Algibbs, 
Where Exmouth thundered 'bout their ears. 
— ^We here enlarge, but then we try 
To shew our sense and gallantry, 
Displaying ladies who 're enroH'd 
In deeds much brighter far than gold, 
Or diamonds, or French lace, or such. 
Which fancy values over much, — 
And that the virtue of the fair 
Is not, like China, brittle ware ! 
But if, sometimes, they have vagary. 
Why then — Humanum est errare ! 
Think on the virtuous Eponina, 
A Roman dame, (not Mrssalina,) 
Who spent nine years within a cave. 
This for Sabinus, did she brave, — 
(Proving that love with certain spouses. 
Does not depend on brick-built houses,) 
And had a pair of twins, they say. 
Though in uncomfortable way, 
—She could not have the neat*work'd caps. 
To cover these young Roman chaps. 
In such a place, nor any caudle. 
Which ev'ry modem Nancy-daudle, 
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Must sip with rusks, in dressing-gown, 

Whether in village, or in town : 

With great distress of mind we tell, 

Vbspasian trac'd them in their cellj^-^ 

And like a tyrant cruel, bloody, 

Condemned Sabinus' hapless body 

To instant death ; poor Eponina ! 

T* would done a body good t' have seen her, 

She told the tyrant, without stretch, 

He was a good-for-nothing wretch ! 

And only fit to be Jack Kjstch ! 

Since one condemned, — they both would die,- 

Vespasian said, — that's all my eye 1 

— ^But here to end th' affecting story, 

*' She died for love, and he for glory 1" 

Tymicha ! noble Spartan wife. 

With DiONYsius had a strife, — 

That tyrant's way was to suspect. 

All of Pythaoorban sect, 

Sw'd not walk o'er afield of beans ! 

Not for the wealth of kings and queens. 

And for this bit of faith, or nonsense. 

He tortur'd her without pretence. 

She bit her tongue off, t' his disgrace, 

And spat it in the tyrant's face ; 
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Now tboogh the atofry's not «wU woided. 
What heroism- sphere recorded ! 
She died .amartyr to ber iiuth. 
So JAMBLiOHCS-th' historian sahh. 
Think of the Qhardnng . Athsnais ! 
A lovely Greek girl^r-*-yet no Thais ! 
Her brothers drove her out of door^ 
Merely becaose she was so poor ; 
But th' Emperor TheodosI 08 soon, 
Seeing her face in his ^saloon, ' 
So deep in passion for her bum^d, 
'And finding she was chaste and learned, 
Wiv'd her jat once without delay, 
Bidding his concubines, Good day! 
Engrafted thus to royal stem. 
She pilgriro'd to JMt^SAtBKy-— 
And gave, (what now a large sum sounds !) 
Above eight hundred' thonstnd pounds. 
To shrines, without pomposity. 
Shewing her holy generosity : 
'Twas very kind ^of her dear honey, 
T'allow his wife so much pin money,*— 
Still, she was good with it to others I 
She'd reinstated both ber iMiothers, 
Returning good for others' malice. 
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Thu$ ^mffrixig life's tmcertain'xihalioe ! 

Anix>nia too ! GEMMiiv-cvs' modttry— 

Swore she would never wed another ; 

Her reputatioa^ft highly earv'd/ 

-— Onlyy^^that she her daughter starv'd ; 

Her virtties,: thus condemo'd Livii^la, 

Lost 'tween CharybdU and.dread Soylla i 

We hate thcaibr over-doihg'Ways^ > 

Like ''vieesttppvcssion": in these days; 

Bnxnv^fMfi )rre in Roman story, 

But, in my Vl^w,^ wiAJitde gtory^— 

He who'd coi^eite^his sons td^death^ 

I'd have such hang'd^n'HbulrtsLow Hbatr ! 

CHBLONte^ OiiMMBftuTCrs^ wife. 

Went into ban'^hment all her life; 

Not aH Lbonii^as migfatifeiy. 

Could from her luulband make her stay ; 

— ^And so it is with Scottish wires-^ 

Of husbands^ who-h%ye led bad lives, 

And thus are exiPd to the^smihl 

Their mates accompany them forth; 

The virtues of the sex we ind. 

Are not so fickle as the wind. 

We've shewn of instances a store, 

(And shall some half a dozen more,) 
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That thiey were made to temper iiian^ 
(An unobjectionable plan !) 
As 0twa7 says. We had been brutes 
Without these dear ones with their lutes. 
Id est their tongues, with which they cheer 
Our spirits, and regale our ear ; 
AsPASiA, Grecian courtezan. 
Taught Socrates himself to scan 
Th' art of rhetoric, and for orations. 
She 'stonish'd the surrounding nations;-— 
All PsBiCLEs' fine speeches wrote. 
Which he, like M. P/s, got by rote; 
He parted with his spouse for one. 
Who shone upon th' Athenian throne. 
As we may say, though ^twas republic. 
And yet to leave his wife so public ! — 
But who can tell the influence 
Of beauty, when allied to sense ? 
For those that said they could not bear her. 
Still brought their wives at times to hear her. 
And as some husbands always do. 
Both grumbled, and look'd sulky too ; 
Then wives were close immurr'd at home. 
And none but courtezans might roam, 
A sad let out for others' peace, 
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Which r'ally was the case iq.Orbbgb. 
Her urn's now iaMusBuii Baitish, 
Which held the dvst of one so sldtf ish^ 
By Elgin's Earl 'from Grbbob imported^ 
And there with bks' of stones ^assorted* . 
Zbnobi A, 'great Palmyra's .qiieeii^ 
As learn'd a Obi& as«'er.was seen, 
LoNGiNUs' pupil^fopa time, 
And therefore^ deep in '< the sttblime^" 
Knew Syriao too, as well as Greek, • 
Coald languages Egf^ytian speafc. 
Thus she was olassie; bm her figure 
Was grand, and powerful as her vigour, ' 
-—Yet in ill houx to serve ber ends> 
She base deserted all her friends ! 
As many do, call'd great and good ! 
To shift as well as e'er they, could : 
We only bring this heroine here, 
T* exemplify a truth most clear, 
A lust of pow^r to woman given. 
Sends prematurely some to heaven ; 
Forget not virtuous TiHOCLBA, 
Holding her honour justly dear, 
Ravish'd by Thraciaii prince^ most fell, 
Whisper*d>^'^' Theire's treasure in a well/' 

I 
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Who peeping cbimi to vieW the gold. 
She tripp'd hia heels up, aar we'ie told^ 
Down hfuAm^ to th' infernal duidM^. 
Thia fireehooter on Rdman ttM^\ 

SBLBUCfc»''Wife> SfTRA'tONUtA, 

One more obedient tonld ne'er s^e. 
For great Antiochus^ herstq^son^ . 
Having fc»r her conceived ai pAB$ionf 
She kindly chrag'd her hOsbaiSd old. 
For one who wdd moHs. yonng and bold; 
Her spouse tooj Iciadly handed over 
His wife, unto hi^ aon^rrrher :lov«r.! 
Sure such vast fiMMH aa thls^ ... 
In Regent's court otot .oqwdlM ta^'-rr 
— ^Here ERiBTkATCfs tob^(iQr fee^ !) 
Pronounc'd e'en loveiilselP-rdiaeaab • 
MiLTo, grebt CKRua's mtatnesi^ . 
(Unlike our pr^^nt. who'll distreds, 
A royal or a nobfe lover, 
, Until he's nearly given over. 
In worldly goods or repulatidni . 
And driv'n to downright.deapecii|ion,) 
Refus'd her lover's jewels, cash^ 
Which she pronpums'd just so much tradh. 
Saying, his teeart waa all #he l^nted,^ 
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Yet here wc think' Id th{s«--<dbe CBntei, 

For afterwHids die wH the btoth^^. 

Who killM sttid idolized iom I 

Like Pall Mall Princb, Dee SisliRAMfis ! 

Who had A boOdfaig Itch, that's flaihouil, 

He in thatcVd OeCtages, P&>ritto&; 

But th' andent Queen' bifilt hkHtUM, 

Two million labVeit got to meet, 

Built in <Hie yfeat the wh6le coiij|>le«e. 

Much quicker thativuf imtn'd Nsw 9nBfit 

Would any fxne.thnougbtat London, 

Do as Pendlope has dpnr^ 

(Our ladies lead snch B6it of H ves^ 

Needs must be trfien the derildrf veil), 

Industrious as any Mkmitm; 

Weaving her W#k ; then, her fine form 

Magnetically draining meii^ 

She wishM Ulvs§m baek a|jlHiB, 

And travelling TsMl^Afira hbt son. 

To put an end p(> all tUa fun ; . 

She stood, or sat«-<a Trojan siege. 

The waiid^ 0$ her se« andagft 1-^ 

Though Uhe (wi^ ffwt T<m ladi<?s h«ght 1 

She undid eVry ftilif H i|!|^t :^— 

We'll make tbis^^xplMRtion plaiti, 
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Lest weljlrbred ladieli flight febl paiir> * 
Who go to. church on Svmday taorn. 
But feeling all that dayfotfcltt, ' 
Finish. at Lady S— 8b-*-^y*s rout, • • '' 
Putting;their godly qualms all mt 1^1 ' 
Besides, "tjs such a drawUti^ day, ' 
They suppM with Lady C '  '  • "h 
After th' opera, night .before, . ' » 
And could not get to bed. till four,-*- 
Thea up again at hal&past ten. 
To hear . '* the sweetest of all men •/' 
Thus all great ladies go to church. 
Else character might be in lurch, 
Although, to give the Devi his due. 
They do look sleepy in thepew ! 
— ^BoADiGBA, with yellow hair, 
(Needing no Russian oil, I swear). 
Why what a-abble soul was there ! 
As great a chief as MaAshal Net, 
Whom Lewis dix^huit pbppM away. 
And tall as Lady C. ' " '  'H ; 
She Romans fought on Sal'sb'ry plain. 
And there, alasv poor sotil ! was slain ; 
God knows if e^er she' got sepulture,->— 
— Perhaps by antiquarian vulture. 
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Was rak'd' together siiKc^^ bead) shoulders^ 

To gratify antique beholders ! 

How did GoNSAGA once behave, 

D'Ubbino's wife ? did she not rave 

At Lbo, Pops thb Tsnth, who sent 

Her husband into banishment ? 

Without a singld change of linen, 

-^A pretty fnckle he'd a' been in, 

If she'd declined his griefe to share. 

And frolick'd it at Mantcja hii I 

Julia, a lady of same name, 

Whose beauty then surpass'd all fame, 

When widow'd to her Lord Colonna, 

iSo valued her first plighted honour. 

She swore she ne'er would wed another; 

Which made a precious deal of bother. 

For SoLYMAN the £mperor, 

A Turkish chap had heard of her, 

Begg'd sheM walk in Seraglio, ^ 

The Amaranthine wife said, Nd! 

The Mussulman however sent 

A fleet of ships to make descent. 

Headed by one nam'd Barbarossa, 

And said, if she won't come, why force her ! 

They scaFd the walls, they took the town. 
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Poor JoLiAf dtest in ber night gowo^ 
Made her escape far from the ctty^ 
Only to fall among banditti;— 
Alas ! she 4!ould make no resaslanee^ 
But cried out looAy for aanntanve, 
And got it soon to her content^ 
—-Bat thenjihe ^aid aomuch percent* 
Thus she bought offher'honoiiirhardy 
Though, ^^ Virtues 19 its own reward !" 
Did not the mfe at King Canityb 
Quite clear her fame to hin ?* the brute I 
By walldng o'er some-plough shams hot, 
Sending all onhiOiiiy t6 pot. 
Shewing o'er, fire morii-nile had ahe^ 
Than he Cand^s had o'^r the Sea ! 
Who told the waives 'fron's lega to ffineh. 
But devil a one would budlge an iadh. 
View in BARe'uiiONA churdi, at pray'rs, 
Fam'd Isabbli^ i^b Rosarm> 
Who preachVi as well as KutWAN Dean, 
And since, at Romb coniwrted dean. 
As many Heretaeks as chose^ 
Particularly all the Jews ! 
Was so iiBpressive in the fvlpit. 
That olbers wept, and cohU not help it. 
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Till cheeks w«re :droiRi'4iiMlin note to earS| 

Is floods of i^yiBpaihe^ te«rs4 • 

I wonder w^m haibwde teaehef s, > 

(Talkini^ jio iMi at-home), ju pseadiecs ! 

For wife^ lite>Qii«iiffar> ^omehowr. pidvie% 

They speak lyjlooe'^r die Mfiantmbvis ; 

We think *tVtejbiat»iver inell^he^ timesi 

If petlkiMits would Hog. the chimes, 

Like Madami^ KlkVOSMBU doesi^'th- North, 

So well aod mysll^l h^d^forth; 

As M|gyimss iFjugpcaBlt did .at Mabr r.KT> 

f 

And pumttrrapaij Blithe . (tome thoNlf^t not badly;) 
R'ally, if such woidd toti^ hagiiv 
(And tell me.wh^re wOuld be the sin ?) 
Vjok fliore she'd diAw aiuch vaat resort, 
Twoold overflpwe'ep Tottenhain Court ; 
But here we leave iMs speculation, 
Lest priests should, ^ay^ !t\a i^i^tion 1 
Yet Muir FiSJasimnaideniQaaker, 
Felt preaching s]urit-.sb overtake her^ 
^attempt ^juiomsr fourth's coovenion, 
Havingio Turks a-greai aversion, 
At least io what's iUiKosan sakly^ > - 
But th' Ottom^ 'Saltan thought her mad, 
Dismissed her bai4c to White Hart GoUrt, 
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Where all rich Quaken still resort 
Near Lombard Street ; tliey-— gratefol tbo^ 
Got her a husband to preach to, 
jCrownibg her harvest with such aickley 
Within her own snog eonveiitide. 
— ^The Tale's intc^ediUy 6ecalt> 
And thoi^ we add credat qui tii It, 

It's so wrote down, that Li^DBii Sadb, ^ i 

Lovelj, coquettibg, charmitigjade! 
Whose dark, expir^iiive eyes did so 
To FbtblaslcHj work anmeasur'd'woe,- 
Chaste to her husband's liege dominion. 
Who then was living at Avionon; 
The mother of ten girts and boys I 
Who e'er'd have thought she'd made this noise ? 
It shews howe'er, in after story 
A woman's virtue lives in glory, 
If her fond lover is a Poet, 

He'll take care all the w<»rld shall know it^ ^ I 

(So unlike Viola, by Jovs, * I 

Who pining-*— never told her love), I 

For Pbtba Boa's told his in Ins sonnets, 
What caps shie wore> what gowns, what bonnets $ 
Her eye brofws^ black as Ebooy, 
With hair of hue->Mahogany> : 
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(Rather unosaal 8<)m of maftch,) 
And then she'd fkiy, and sitig a catdi ' 
At th' assembtiia Id the town. 
Causing her lover's eyes to, drdwn^ 
With unavailing tears and wMies^ 
Which he reheara'd^-^o groves' and fi^hes^ 
That swam in'ltmpid VAuecTTSifi water, 
Who wondered maeh what he^i^as after; 
He felt soch griefs* as do envlrbn 
A modem bard«^we mean Lord Byron, 
Sighing for the nncomeataUe, 
And not enjoying what's' compatible ; 
— How Pjstraiich did take on, and wail, 
Seeing a girl tVash Laora's veil ! 
To her, he laurel consecrated j 
And going to kisa it, (so 'twas feted). 
He somehow fell into the stream. 
Being as 'twere In lover's dream, — 
— ^And jet 'tis nat'ral to be kissing, 
(If the reality be missing). 
The emblem dear of all we hold, 
, As mtuch more precious far thkn goldy 
Or every thing we value here. 
Upon this fiEiir terrestrial sphere,--^ 
On this the Poet deep for shame blosh'S, 



Feeling his ga^jpnenteiandthiouielf sliish'd, 

Then m^l^iVcMy fviilk'cl dmsTr • 
The frightened ^th^^sftid, GMddayJ 

That is^— th^y^«Ai^|^pv ^tiftWt'A ta say ! 

I shouldn't $a lOTi> IiAxr&A: diovy * ' 

Who Jhi»yii>g:^lN9dmi ev^ year 

By 'nother nn WrrrlieiHvlJil't eadtire,>^ 

This W9uM ajy^e.tngr.iwsiaacttre; 

No other way ipiy flume w/9u1d hum. 

Than " sys^et'^ this ji^y^ that meets return;*' 

Whereas, the more thiat she crowed over 

Her learned, but.pbit<mc<U>yer; 

The moire he loy fd )m like » spaniel ^ 

r 
In judgment fiurje QO;j|e^9nd Oaoiel I 

He thought about b^r^fip Ammeasely, 

And studied t9o> (w0 hear)^ iiUeiisely^ 

That head ach€», fev'rets, fidgets .had. 

Strange visiox^^.tp^ tjiat dlore him inad^ 

— ^He saw heir stiufting-from a treel-^ 

In length three quaiptmiiclOiim t' her knee. 

Again-— descending fipom tlie^ locks ! 

— ^Floatiqgon ahuni^i tibese various shocks 

Recorded are in his iine istancas, 

Savoring of Lqv^'^.^timagaimsE, 

For PBiff4iB.CH wi^te, so Hlst'ry says. 
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Eighty-iipigbt apogs iu Laitra's prtise^ 

Thre^ihuiidted aenneU and eighteen, 

Fiird jntith his amatory jpleeo^ 

In praise gtgofi who co$iId not vrrite. 

But iii^.h9ir rf , pcsj^jbeps she inight>~ 

It's possiUfQ abe could oot ]read> 

But thatVi tePboW V<afa; indeed i 

-r-The iiifiniVhfiiMe>iB ieamt^-^that oo man 

ShoHid fim in lore mtk married iiuman^ 

A moraly-f^ifiiHind to all these pages^ 

Repaying for »t)Me toil ^age^t 

Think of the woind'rous J[aAN of Aac^ 

What wife woi44 A^ iwr^m^ to apigrk i 

So true tojQiKARi««^,xRi^ St^vwa'^ aad mtion. 

Fighting for daworigfct r^ca^epljop, « . 

Yet fQr.ten thoiwiai^;tr,efbQh!rp)is, francos 

W^ 0old il^ tb^ Bwg|andiiji> pxaofcs^ 

A poor reward ItP th' Mftid «f liuuld«> 

Who'd .yan4ei^dJ«ANC»aHidbi pov'jrfiil.aid^ ! 

Her fault was^ .she umHwespc the liieecb#8» 

And bmot A^as' burnt as GUef o£ vitohl38» 

In Ro^BNiiniirketTpIfice^ v/knae soan 

They to her memory nds'd a stone 1— r 

A usual way.»with worldly folks, 

'Stead life or bread,— they play these jokes 
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She fared for worse than Agnbs Sorrbll^ 
A mistress to saine king, who'd quarrel,*-r 
And who, though quite reverse of factious. 
Could not refrain fix)in being fractious, — 
Provoking him to de^ds^that's^murtial. 
To which he did not seem o'er partial ! 
In fact, Charlbs ow'd all ta these two, 
Who then made Ann a Countess too, 
Pbnthibvrb, much e^er since in vogue, 
Swelling French peerage catalogue ;-*- 
So Lbwis with MoNTBSPAN satcd, 
Had all her bastards legit-mated. 
That is (be't always understood,) 
Become, what moderns call '* good blood,'' 
like other swells in modern times, 
Dbbrbtt shews forth, but not in rhymes. 
— There's Sevign^! who wrote such Letters, 
Fine models for our female betters 
Who've rarely publish'd what they writ. 
Like a Montagu or Pomfrbt;-^ 
Though no invidious truth we're hinting. 
Perhaps they would not pay for printing. 
Not even Anna Sbward's oUo, 
Extracted out of twelve vols. foUo ! 
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Paid CoNSTABtB of £0lKBOr&Gtl, 

For all th' expense he fMud for her, 

Faith ! a good deal, but by. the bye, 

^is only kiiown to him and I. 

SeiAgn^s Letters, 'tis coDfest, 

Of French or English, are the best. 

Yet she, Imfn^'num .e$t errare, 

In superstitions' sad qoandavy^ , 

So sunk was, (history's so stated,) 

She wish'd reformists extirpated. 

The Protestants^ or Huguenots, 

As infidels, or her'tic blots 

Upon religion's sacred page ; 

But thb, we think, was- not o'er sage 

Of the Marchioness, nor looks 

If she thought deep, or had read books,"**- 

For persecution's fiend-like sway. 

Never once yet swept sect away 1 

They may begin again at Nismes,-— 

They'll find such but demoniac drefims. 

Or elsewhere in the south of France, 

Playing fanatical romance ; 

Pray, just take notice of the Quakbrs, 

And of the trans-atlantic Shakbrs, — 

For opposition's want, by th' way, 



126 

They dwindle dfffi»f ' Aiy by di&y ; 
Oh! that we bad a soul 6f fire» 
To write likb MAfiatrrt BsdcAivtAy 
And thunder fohh t6 all the worM, 
How bigot's flags shouhl hence! be fnr'ldy 
Not^ bloody waving to tlife br^eise, 
In service of th« Painck ov Paacb ! ' 
And if another Mtft««titii' lofms, 
(Thank God ! Tlkfe hidi th^ti^ very few iM 
As he^) send d^Hif tHoUsafid trbops^ 
To bring within tUel^ datlTliclbOp^^ 
By torture^ and confiscate pltinder,— » 
—Why then we sky he'ds tnad^ a bltindety 
As well in this world, as iri t*6theT,-s- 
Raising thus sulphui^el&n Jsihoth^i' !' 
— One iiin'cent life a skcrffide, 
With lightnin^is spded to heaVh Will mk. 
And make there such avenging rout^ 
Masses in millions wo'ht put out ! 
— ^Against his peaceful subjects too ! 
— So much unnecessary woe ! 
We almost here begin to loathe^ 
The form of coronation oath^ 
When despot^ tyrant, villain, acts,— 
As *^ treaties being a bit of wax. 
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<< Aj[>pended to a sheep's stdfi token, 

'' Either to be kept, ^ broken, 

^' As &k!»dn iis ever it^ft ednv^iUeiit, 

^^ By anj^ tteasares^ sharp, or lenient;^ 

-^Th&rt'iKkti HiACAtrLAT; &AiriiHiMs» sister, 

The learned' itoitdj Why hbW ^hey^iAist her! 

Her works weiie written very well,^^ . 

But someli&w ttey vinould jjevet ^11 ! 

She oddly published ** iioo6e remarks^' 

Against reli^on^ and her oleik^ • 

Like Lady MoftOAK a blue stoddng^ 

Writing thus scepkfeaHy shockmg^-^ . 

Short learning is a d^n^hiu^ ithiiq^. 

When sofch conceited jittUetii sin^ { 

— Deur swttt ULtz^nMnk of Sibxiiia ! 

Devoutly wish I to b6 neitr ye ;, : ' . 

Sweet mournful thitelkv^! Fdsay, 

You're such one dMf t s^e tv'ty day, 

So dutiful. So veiy goiDd, 

All hail \ thou Russian flesh and blood ! 

I'm pleasM that Cottik wrd^ yoUr tale, 

And so are publishers, with sale;-— 

Still more, I like your fine exabiple. 

Who on all obstacteis Acould trample. 

Keeping the fifth ccttnnmndtiient well. 



128 

Which some yoUQg ladies d^o't^ (tl^y tell). 
But let me tell them> atm «oi»| 
Their brats mH pay them baok ia ^coin^-— 
For sons and daughtertt act. so wisely^ 
A& noWito/lati^h at thek Old Quizby ; 
---*Near last> ia tUb celestial traiD^ > 
The story really/gives one patn, , 
To think c^ that Qobbn, blocHly Mah v^ 
Sending so soon to purgatoty ; : 
The lovely Lady JAist^ (c^lVd) Grey, 
(Not from her age,' as we may isay^ 
She only was in eighteenth year^ .. / 

When death disposed of her career*) 
Poor wench>' when she was veiy young. 
She knew the Greelt^ theLalin tonguiei 
The Chaldee, and the Arabic, 
That make our modem kidies.sick. 
Who read HotLU, Lirru, and >wbat aot. 
But she devoured her Polyglott ; . ' 
Old RoGls&L AscBABf w&s her tutor, : 
Lord 6ui|.DFORD Dudjlbit- was her suitor. 
And made her then his wife, but he 
Soon lost his head through Treachery, — 
And she, qo well capacitated, , 
Was soon, alas 1 decapitated. 
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After these samples, sure there's no man 

Can ever rail at loi^y woman ! 

Besides, in ail they say and do, 

There's something piqtiarUf something new ; 

E'en Madams Guion, the French mystic. 

Was a good wife, though cabbalistic. 

Born at a place call'd McntargiSf 

(As was dog that famous for is. 

In one of our successful farces ^ 

Founded the siect call'd '' Quietist !" 

Hear this, ye Heroes of the Fist ! 

She wi:ote the CanHqi»es Sj^ritueHes^ 

A work that to this day sells well. 

But better known hy am'rous line, 

Le^ Emldemes sur V Amour divin I 

— Oh ! for a rouse of fire, that might 

Inspire what cantos we may write. 

That all our readers may be pleas'd. 

Instead of being sadly leas'd. 

As oft the case is with some strains. 

E'en when the poets have took pains. 

— Sure these digressions cannot vex, 

Being «ttcft a friend to all the sex ! 

For we do verily avpw, 

That if two Sticks were cover'd-now, 
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In mttslift petticoated station^ 
Should feel a modest veneratkm^ 
— Perhaps, through thought's associatidDy 
CkKild therefore pass no one instance, 
That might the female worth enhance. 
Surpassing — all the old Romance 
Of fairies, and platotiic girls. 
And dragons playing with their curls,-f* 
And fiery horses in: the au*, 
Making sun, modn, and stars to stare ! 
Enchanted palaceS' atid' halb. 
Where are neither masques nor balls. 
Yet lots of diamonds, gems, aad rubies. 
But not one word about-— -the boobiesj 
Which in life's dance should sludceabout^ 
Beyond the shadow of a doubt; 
There are -admirers of stilMife,^— • 
Not such should ever be my wife,-^ 
Fd. sooner wed a marble Vencfs, 
Though she's so very cold between«^U8$ 
She that will go through fir^ and watur^ 
That's the dear girl that Fd be after,-^ 
Who'd share a prison, or a palace, * 
And almost share the very gallows ! 
Don't laugh, — I beg !— It has been done 
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By thos^e who'^fe out of suits with fun ; 

The widows brown. of Malabar 

Canry thisi|okey iQUst say, too far, — r 

In this we'll give St» Paul a turn, 

** Better to:aiarcy,;tban«to bum!" 

No ! all we. want is^. wives to please 

Like the heruie Hkloisb, 

Whose love .for Abbillaad. displays 

Reverse of that in inodern days 

Of gentry and nobility, 

Those slaves to- science, ennih ! 

And having nothing ^e to do 

Must needs learn how-«-^o make a shoe I 

Japanning !— or on velvet paint, — 

And, what would sure provoke a saint, 

'Ttend thb Royal Institution, 

Leaving their pins and pincushion. 

To talk of gotf* and oxifgmt, 

And lisp in chemistry to men, — 

-r-About the sexes of the plants. 

And what this love-sick lily wants. 

That for a husband plainly pants. 

Outdoing Daw and Darwin, 

In oxygen and hydrogen ! — 

On toilets of these philanthropes, — 
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Cosmedcs, quadrants^ telescopes^ 

Eau de CotognCf and Windsor soap^ 

Lord Byron's works, and Moors, and Pope, 

Bacon and Locke, Mathews on ** Whist,^' 

Nor— even naked statues miss'd: 

Such are the ^^ womankind'' of ways. 

Witnessed in these blue-stocking days ! 

But we shall clearly prove this case 

Hereafter in its proper place; 

And now, we'll humbly take our leave. 

Begging you truly to believe. 

Assurance — in this proper station 

Of our high consideration ! 



END OF CANTO IV. 



ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 



CANTO V. 



ARGUMENT. 

Here Abeillard in Fullbbrt's qoarten, puts od hit bote aod ties 
his garters ; in other words, he's quite at home— 4be happiest mau in 
Christendom. Sitting one day with. Heloise, he suddenly dropp'd 
on bis kneeSy and made such charming love unto her, as might be 
guess'd from such a wouer ; her answer was so full of bliss to bim, 
he straight was going to kiss her hand, when, lo ! as pale as gbost» 
she stood as stiff as any post, or like a statue without life, or that 
salt pillar of Lot's wife, on hearing uncle's foot on stairs, who thus 
so check'd their love affairs. The book pf /ate we hence do scan, and 
Tiew what is ordain'd for Man, — that is, for Abeillard and others, 
who so get into these loTe pothers, making pbilosopbei s to shake as 
bad as when they have tooth-ache. — ^I'be boasted virtue of the Stoics is 
nought but folly-— in . heroics ; for when sad aitches, (ah, John 
Kemble!) or gout, or love, make iham io tremble, th^y'niust as 
loyal then give in as we, in singing God Save King ; it matters not at 
all three farthings, whether with Emp'rors or church wardens, or 
Plenipos', or blue coat Beadles, Cupid all men humbugs and wheedles, 
who p'rhaps till now of temper jolly, will after such fall melancholy ; 
He sometimes tormra sody^ttnker-ibttPa'tfBlilhnental thinker, and 
makes him act with equal mettle as if a stopping up a kettle : e'en 
Lawyers then will put in bail because their tender hearfe-^n jail ! 
and move the court for a new trial, — Judge Cupid seldom makes 
denial. Oh, Law ! thou discord making fiend ! Ob, Love ! to Lin- 
coln's Inn the friend ! — for having rooms, and no street door, it's 
strong temptation then — t'adore, their characters are safe therefrom, 
if any knocks, they're not at home, — no such thing known as peep- 
ing Tom, or housekeeper, or father, mother, but a)l thus smoothly is 
blown over — like April zephyrs to the sense is making love at I0w*s 
expense. In fact, there's none in Ars Amandi, whom Cupid does 
not strike but — Dandy ! That thing, as if Love was a trade, buys 
it or finds it ready made, he estimates th' account as clear as we do 
payments by the year, and knows the tariff and the scale, as mer- 
chants do price current — sale. Hence, with Pythonick fury swell'd, 
the author arms with sword and shield, vowing that he will never 
yield, and lays about just like « the Fancy," on monster call'd 
Inconstancy ! and which he proves of all the curses Pandora shew'd, 
that this far worse is than any other vice in nature, committed 'gainst 
a lovely creature ; and he dares hope, pleas'd with his answer, as 
much as ladies in romance are, when rescu'd from enchanted towers 
by errant knights, or by fierce '* Giaours.** The readcr'll say be 'as 
done his duty, fighting for constancy and beauty. 



ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA. 



CANTO V. 

ff I 

X HE gentle reader is appris'd^ 
That Ab'lard's figure was full siz'd^ — 
Somewhere about six feet in height. 
And all his form in happiest plight, 
• As Ladt Morgan lately wrote. 
He was '* a priestling'.' of some note ! 
We've stated too his habitatbn, 
Obtain'd through Fullbbrt's invitation, 
All his fine tackle, portmanteaus. 
His boot hooks, second and best clothes. 
Were now remov'd to his first floor. 
That had stain'd windows and arch'd door; 
He also drest extremely well, 
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And that succeeds with ev'ry belle ; 
None would have took him for a doctor^ 
A lecturer, or e'en a proctor. 
Such as we see in long vacation, 
Those hopeful blessings of the. nation, 
Making a shew beyond their station, 
Who're just broke loose from Brazen Nosk, 
Like flights of Clergy-looking crows ; 
We shake our heads at such religious. 
As criminals the most prodigious. 
Thus grocers, tailors, deep in knowledge. 
Send their dull brood to some great college 
In expectation, that as soon 
As they can scan, and get a gown. 
They may pick up a handsome living, 
Without aught else of Parent's giving, 
And this at last has filFd the land 
With sable kniglits, a numerous band,-—. 
With smirking Parsons who abound. 
Like gnats in swampy fenay ground 3— 
— These in Fop's Alley strut, or Park^ 
And dine, — but not till after dark, — 
Picking their teeth at Long's Hotbl, 
And running up a precious bill ! 
Herein unlike our AbeillarDj 
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Who aobly paid in cash, ^ll'd hard, . 
Hb ducats in advance he would count. 
Nor even ask'd them for the discount, — 
As did old miser 'fore he died, 
Calling his son to his bedside, — 
'^ Ten thousand pounds I meant to give 
" To you, dear Jack ! — But while I live 
** TTis yours, — it may you more content, 
** — Pay but the discount, five per ce^t !" 
— fio sooner Ab^jjlvld got up stairs,- 
Than straight commencM his new aBairs, 
Old FuLLBBRT ask'd him down to tea. 
Just in a kind of famUy way; 
Gods i in what flutter did he seem. 
When to his love he held the cream. 
And magnum full of Claret wine, 
To make a syllabub divine, — 

■4 

For they'd nor coffee, nor bohea, 

But since, by people going to sea. 

We now have sugar, spice, and tea,— 

In failure of the smoking urn. 

They'd thoughts that breathe, and words that bum; 

But somehow Abeiliarb's long legs 

Under the table met hers, — ^fegs ! 

Who soon withdrew them in great haste^ 
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And 'pologiz'd in sweieteet tasl^i 
Which made her crimson to her eyes^ 
Outvying all the eastern skies. 
Whene'er AuieoAA deigns to rise,-*— 
And like that orb^ if s radiance shed 
All day — until be ykeht to bM, — 
On fifty things • he'd' poring keep, 
Not getting one poor wink of sleep. 
Yet ii^en he did, her magic glance. 

Would make in dreams his heart to dance f 
Oft in his sleep he'd raise his knees. 
And cry out, " Charming Heloise V 
But when the morning came, and she 
Shew'd forth her person in high glee. 
We cannot state his ecstacy; 
The first thing that they did down stairs. 
Was to hear Fullbbrt say his pray'rs. 
It was a fashion in those times. 
E'en thus to purge away their crimes, — 
—But now our fashionables teach. 
Such ^^ are more honour'd in the breach, 
** Than in th' observance," seeming sure. 
We very godly are, and pure. 
Like HvBUk bees o'ercharged with honey. 
That is, — ^with character and money ! 
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For he who draws drafts on the bank. 
May now indulge in every prank. 
Have all his vices term'd^ua^-jpattjr/ 
And what by^standers say,^-^a ftree ! 
Hence — ^respectability is shewn. 
By th' houses, lands, and cash we .own ; 
— ^Hereafter we'll jresume thiathemf, u < — 
And prove a good name all a dream { . 
Exemplified in some. that I know,*: j . -  
Being possessed of ready rhino. 
Are all that's good» and all that's great. 
Whereas their actions have the weight, 
Th' Old Bailey drop to decorate I * 

We now return to Hbloi^b, ' • 

Just having left her on her knees,-** ^ 

Our hero,-— 'tis a shame to say, ( 
Bent his eyes on her, — -by the way, ^ 

E'en thus, when she was so recambent, " • 
For love in search of gvaoes, — so bent, . •''' 
Each shape and posture, air and'figuv^, ' 
Adds to it's fuel so much vigourj 
And now, when. her school hours begam, *' 
And ABEiLLiWRD laid'down the plan, ' '* 
He most respectfully, entreated •' ^ ti 
She'd take her book, and thjen be sealted^ - 
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Seeking on these occasions^ slyly^ ' 
To trace thpse beauties he priz'd highly^ 
His happiness he thought complete ; 
How oft their wand'ring eyes would meet^ 
Although each party seeoi'd intent, 
Reading the written Testament) 
---But upwards rais'd as in a trance 
Their eyes, to catch a stolen glance,— 
And then a sigh escap'd, or so, 
Sweeter than softest biUei»douXy 
For fiction there may be well'-drest. 
This sensibility exprest ; 
Yet it takes time to break the ice. 
With those who're delicately nice, 
Particiarly in love afiairs, 
(I've seen girls colour to their ears j) 
For where there's want of circuiDspection> 
And an abundance of.aflection. 
Somehow they talk by starts and fits. 
As if love robs them of their wits,-— 
Sighs cast in sweet confusion's mouldy 
The " plain iinvarnish'd tale unfold,'' — 
Better by fiir than studied lodes. 
Or speeches got from reading bodes. 
Now HfijLois« possessed much wit, 
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And sure he hardly failed to see it, ^ 

He plied her well with Aristotlb, 

(Him so addicted to the bottle,) 

We hardly mean that vulgar booky 

Unfit for shoe-black, or a cook. 

That dirty book-stall fellows vend, 

When will these chaps their manners mend ? 

But that Greek author, folio thick, 

« On Ethic and on Politic," 

A class-book that has often bor'd 

The gown and trencher caps of. Oxford, 

(Sold by Par&sb, Mdndav, B-«b 

The last a downright rara avis. 

One who will quarrel with a feather. 

More turhttient than windy weather }) - 

— ^The reason why to us appears is. 

He lov'd to bear her put some queries ; 

Such was the magic of her voice. 

Not more could Jordan's once rejoice, 

(That victim to a certain D— jb. 

Which r— — 1 love deserved rebuke;) 

Ten Catalanis tuneful throats^' 

Just like the Bank eaxhanging ndtes ! 

Could not our hero more inspire 

Than her*s, who set bis soul on fir^; 
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He plainly gave this Oreek book tough. 
That he might hear her talk enough, 
And ask aboi/t tbis terniination. 
How she admir'd this fine oration, 
— ^To construe' this she was not able, 
" Then lay it, Miss, upon the tabled' 
These are les belles ru9t$ de V amour , 
And we might add ten thousand more, 
That are play'd off in courting days, 
Watching each feature of the ftiee> 
— ^The look, the attitude dtriue, 
•^A treasured equal to a mine 1 
We have observed in common life. 
That lodger^ often tidce to wife, . 
His hostess; or his host's fair dau^ter. 
Although at fiiyst he had not thought her. 
Any great things to crack about. 
But reading t6,-«-4ind walking out. 
Escorting her to< see " the Stranger,'^ 
Weeping at Mistress Haller^s danger, 
(Young ladies look so sweet in tears, 
T'would mollify the Very bears, . 
And even bend the knotted oaks,— 
And bachelors are stubborn folks 1) 
Of losing such a charming spouse. 



143 

Who gives her jewels, land, and bonsei 
After she play'd off— her CrUn, dm., 

'Gainst this forgiving German Don ; 
Three years this husband pip'd his eye. in ! 
(Dear how this world is giv'n to lyingj 
Because his wife preferr'd another^ ' . 
This man of sense could never smother 
His ardent love; — having' |io hope, . 
He turn'd a gentle misanthrope ! 
Before he jaiopM into the river. 
We guess'd the colour of his liver. 
Swimming about for 'notber's heir, ^ .. 
Forgetting his two childreni-^dear !-~ 
— Of thb enoi]^h,—- to us 'tia clear, 
Living together alt the year. 
As girls and young men often do^ 
Somehow their contact makes them woo, 
And finally to th' altar bring. 
Those who ne'er dreamt of such a thing, / 
Proving the power of sympathy. 
When caps and petticoats are by. 
—Our hero drank large draughts of love, 
Which so intoxicating prove, 
And yet so modest was his mien, 
So unaudacious ever seen, 
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Timid, respectful, and so forth. 
Shewing his 'breeding an4 his worth. 
No wonder that Love's magic spell 
Had inflaence too on her as well^-*«- 
She was most woefully oppressed, 

a 

And to the last degree distress'd. 

Feeling herself so very queer. 

And neither easy here nor there,-^— 

And as we cannot live on sighs 

The reader need hot shew suiprise, 

After confessions of the eyes. 

That he should venture thus to sound her. 

Whether he might or not get round her, 

*' Dear charming girl ! in love I'm deep, 

** Can neither eat, nor drink, nor sleep,— 

'^ The passion I am now inspir'd with, 

'* Your heav'nly form my soul has fir'd with, 

'^ I love you, de^trest Heloisb ! 

" All other beauties made me freeze, . 

^' But now, I feel a scorching flame, 

'^ Which no one but yourself can tame,; 

'^ I once was philosophical, 

^^ And struggled to prevent this fall, 

^^ Unwilling to be passion's slave, . 

^' I osM at Love to rant and rave. 
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" But now I feel revengeful Cdpid, 

** Has struck me absolutely stupid, — 

*' T' have dared to cope with his resolve, 

" And shun my Hbloisa's love ! 

" Angelic nymph I if 'tis offence 

** To idolize such excellence, 

" My punishment's within your pow*r, 

*^ Tell but those beaming orbs to low'r, 

" — Like basilisks to strike me dead ! 

" —Ah ! let me not such answer read ; — 

", Riches and pow'r both at my mercy, , 

*^ IVe shunn'd alike the cup of Circe, 

'^ Nor honour's gorgeous pageantries, 

** E'er yet found favour in my eyes, 

" You beauteous girl ! and you of all 

" Who shine in this terrestrial ball, 

" Have fiird my soul ; deign then t' excuse 

" My suit, nor even now refuse 

** Th' impassioned love of one who's lost, 

^^ If in that love he should be crost, 

*^ Or if in that love be offence, 

** FU do't away in penitence ;" 

To thi^ address, she little vers'd 

In strains coquettes have oft rehears'd. 

Replied : — " Aware of all your merit, ' 
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'^ rm not offended, and declare it, 

'^ My own repose is somewhat shaken, 

'^ fiy declarations you've been making, 

" And only think, — ^and think with pity, 

" There may be little of sincerity 

*^ In what youVe urg'd; to tinole well leave, 

** What fain I'd rofidily believe:"— 

— ^But at that moment hearing square-toes. 

Both became mute as any scarecrows, 

Pluck'd up their hearts as fast as could be, 

And fairly plac'd them where they should be, 

— ^Deep pond'ring^n a reverie. 

On some dubious thingummarie 

Which then presented par haxard. 

To blind her Uncle or her Pa ! 

(Thus quick ear'd mice by danger prest. 

Skip nimbly back into their nest,) 

Though she his niece reputed was. 

Reputed! does not always pass. 

Proving that matrimonial jars. 

Some o'er wise people deem no farce ; 

Why would it Mister Fullbbet hurt, 

T have made us known to Mistress Fullbbbt? 

— ^And now we think on't, the said niece, 

As we may say, was of a piece 



^ 
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As ta the cereipooaial tiefi^-^ . ' . 

She th^ug^t olyectiQns Slight arisei-^ 

To tyeing up a pak for life. 

An inlet open to some strife;-^ . » 

We state thidr wbe^fefbre^ and the wbf t . 

As to her genealogy, . . . > >. 

For sure the pnovierb i$ quite fresh^ 

*^ What's bred in b^ei wa'nt tura out fl^sh T 

We tUerefpre, think it un^erstpod. 

She was of Fmiff^iiKAT's fl^sh and t)lood,. 

Not that it sign'fiejs, I declare. 

Who might produce u$, bere 9fe ar^ ! 

It is not right «o to digress. 

But pray what now can we do less } 

— We'll now r«turn,-^our handsome Bard . 

Begun to think it rather hard, 

Such interruption to receive. 

When he'd all reason to believe, 

He'ad positively bvdce the ice. 

And ev'ry thing ivent on quite nice j 

He wish'd th* intruder at Old Nick, 

For playing such unwelconae trick. 

Drat him ! was said,— or pretty near> 

For vex'd at heart a man may swear $ 

— Our hero wrote some iWHe*-doua?, 
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(Which few young -maid^iiy • iikh ref asef, j ' 
Couch'4 in «uc/i termsy so vtgry tender,-  ' 
So delicate, — so lotli t* oSiaA her. 
In verses too as swett agiModRB^s, < •' (^ 
Or P^a^AftcH^s, or l^allaii Wtfo^rs, ' '^* 
For love makes poets of us all, ' • ' *^ 

On Cupii>, and oh VB;iiit;s cill,: '  »< 
Then why not be poetical ? 
— ^But when they met, hie'd-^ing so swefety ' 
She r'ally tboaght it quite a treat,-^ 
Imagine when on lute he plays, • 
All his insinuating ways, * •* 

Love telling thus stt^h flatt'ring tates,- 
Borne on the sweetest ineens!dgale^ v. 
That ever zephjrr'dito the S8rts«,. . ♦. 
AiFection crown*d by eloqaedce, . 
So welcome to the. head and teart, . .. * . , : 
Or Heloisa's better .pavt ,.v ' .. : i . . 
Namely her soul,, perfedtion's'seat, 
Learn'd, lovely, bkst wiAh 4eii9|>er sweet. 
And now, we. stale, be had well 'clear'd 
Those doubts away whioh she hj^i rear'dj 
*Bout the jSckleness of our sex, 
Which natwcally women vex, 
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For why should rtien b!.allow'd tp.wax^4/e 
*^ Whatfs good for goose is good for ffiui^. 
Nor is to say it any sland^* 
Why should a hui»band thus be freely . 
Lothario in gallantry? 
Wheeling aboUt Jn ev'ry gale,~ 
Just like a windmill under sail^ 
Strutting and crowing in all hour^ 
Roving about from flow'r to flow'r,,. 
Poking,' in fact, their very noses. 
Among the " beds of sweetest roses ;"--• 
And yet stare out with saucer eyes. 
And are confounded with surprise, 
Ifwives neglected, do, the Sampy 
Partaking of unhalloiw'd game ! 
Besides male spouses too are jealous, > 
E'en at th' attention of the fellows, . 
Who dare to pay. them that respect,* 
Which they ^ ijght have, to expect^' . , .. 
Not thus be treated with neglect 5 - 
Such ** Lords" no better are than Turks, 
Slaves to the adage, that e'er works, . 
Within tl^eir{>|&iicrauiums,. 
Lords of creation I caU'd— wliat hums ! ; 
Like fairy-tales of fee, .faw, fums 1 , 
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W6 wAsh our hands of such forsooth, '• f • 

Who prottiise fine things in their ybutfc^' 

When tender courting days begio> 

Shew a deficiency of fiinj-i-* "' ' 

For all men then put on.grave airs, 

Seeming as good as if at pray'rs j — '  

HiPPOMBNES; not then more nimb]e> 

If miss by chance had dropt her thimble j^— 

How often Wduld he write, and call, 

Presenting tickets for the ball. 

Or beg her company to Vauxhall, 

Where they cut ham in such thin slices, 

Folks cry,*— the shaver very nice is, — ^ 

But should rude Boreas break forth. 

The ham in clouds fly s&tith and north ' 

Like tissue paper, or bank notes. 

Alike crammM down our easy throats ; 

— ^Then when they walk'd in fields and lanes, 

« 

He was all eyes, alUe&rs, all brains, 
C To hand her over ev'ry sitile j— 

And«then he'd simper, and so smile ' ' 

At'th' delicate etnbaVrassment, 
' When th' under garment iniyil get rent. 

Or more of legs disp^ayM to viewj 

Than she (just then) might mean to shewy^** 
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•—Not tlut in fitct he'd any hand in 

Displaying thus her understanding. 

How modestly he'd shew his sense 

In chapter this of accidents ! 

—Or when he drove to Hampton CourTi 

Where courting couples still resort. 

All our spruce dressing city sparks. 

Attorneys' hacks, call'd lawyers' clerks, 

On Sunday moro, when ev'ry man . 

Has got his best apparel on, 

—And at « Thb Toy" dine t^te d, Uie, 

4 

There in a bed room, — p'rhaps their fate, 
So crowded-^sometimes is the case. 
Behold the blushes in her face 1 
But when he halloos for a screen. 
That such a thing may not be seen, 
And causes instantly be brought her 
Tankard of Barclay's mantling porter. 
His delicate attention's clear, — 
— ^But, ah! what alterations drear, 
Alas ! take place in one short year ! 
No more he helps her o'er the stiles. 
He walks on first, " whistling the whiles f 
No mcffe he takes her to Vadxhall, 
For now a child's begun to squall ! 
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— Children dotf t tie politeness faster^ 
Which we pronounce a great disaster,-^ 
'Tis true, the darling girls and boys 
Do make a devil of anoi^e; , 
(No wonder Quakers' meetings thrive 
With those who have too large a hive.) 
^But should not each reflected image 
Of Pa's and Ma's sweet face or visage, 
Tie more th' indissoluble knot 
Of faith and love ? oh, no ! odd rot ' 
The ways of men, unthinking elves, 
Just like a novel, three vol. twelves. 
Promise at first to readers please, 
And in vol. three are sure to tease, 
Resembling wedlock's slow degrees. 
Thrice honoured be that husband's shade ! 
And wheresoe'er his bones are laid. 
May endless praises be rehears'd, 
And all his virtues be welWers'd 
On monumental pile and urn. 
His merits in gold letters burn,— 
Who paid his wife the same attention 
As when at first her namedid mention,— 
And lov'd her more the more she llv'd. 
Blessing the day in which he wiv'd ! 
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And stead of one mere flitch of bacon^ 

Such man deserves, (or Fm mistaken), 

As much as ever he would take in ! 

— ^This runawaying sort of story 

Seems needful to our Hero's glory, 

For ever did he scorn to fdgn 

Of Love, the sharpest, 'cutest pain 5 

His lovely maid he soon convinc'd. 

No fiction with his vows was minc'd, — 

And she who thought such was no bauble. 

Made him the Amende honorable I 

Besides, hereafter 'twill appear, 

Like Joseph and a Potiphar, 

He had his 'lurements in this way, — 

Thus nobly did our Hero say, 

" Begg'd to decline," as banker's phrase is. 

Causing the applicants long faces, — 

Or he might say, ^' not quite convenient," 

Another phrase of like ingredient,— 

— For since the world is grown polite. 

Cautious, we talk, and cautious write. 

— He bore the marks of such high grace. 

Were he alive, we'd say t' his face. 

You've hit this virtue to a hair ! 

Like Byron's favourite " Corsair," 
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Who to his Lady very true. 
Making love-sick Gclnark rue, 
— ^A sort of female gladiator. 
Doing a thing against her nature,'^ 
Hoping the Corsair might be at her, 
But, to the credit of this thief, 
(Whose constancy exceeds belief,)" 

« 

Declin'd the honour of her bed. 
And from the blood-stain'd woman fled ! 
Learn hence, ye males, and know betimes 
Inconstancy's the worst of crimes !-* 
Sooner than we yield up this truth. 
Shall H — DV — T glow with rev'rend youth. 
Sooner shall Southry yield his sack, 
CoLBRiDGB his mctaphysic clack, 
Wordsworth his Alice Fells and Grays, 
Di7K£ C  D resign his stays ; 

L W r all his glitter, airs, — 

Spurzheim and Gall, their head afiairs ; 
Christib discard bis puffs and tropes, 
Godwin his cripples, misanthropes, 
Urquhart no more buy halter ropes ! 
Or Scott forget his Landlord's tales. 
Producing money in such bales I 
Erskinb his brooms on Hampstead waste. 
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Sooner shall M-H3 R  be chaste, 
Little quit cleanliness of thinking, 
Jew K— G from usury go slinking; 
Vansittart yield up lotteries, 
Still making Bible Clubs to rise, 
That firiend to penny charity. 
And saving-bank's frugality ; 
Sooner shall Hangar quit his bludgeon, 
And Canning take a tract in dudgeon ; 
Cartwright his suffrage rant give o'er. 
Lord M — l — ^y 'bout his name to bore ! 
Grimaldi cease to squint, north, south. 
As if he'ad swallow'd Bull and Mouth ; 

Sooner shall S th quit green bags, 

Tlie dullest, veriest, fag of fags. 
Putting all John Bull's wondering sculls 
Full of strange tales of cocks and bulls ; 
This was the man that did invent 
The plot that scar'd the parliament. 
Or others for him, (still more taking 
Are plots of other people's making). 
Which found the mob had all begun. 
As mad as hares in March, to run I 

Sooner shall Viscount C h 

Forget the Irish lilt to play. 
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Who holds the mirror up to natun ' 
By way of ^' 'fundamental feature ! 
Cut RsYNOLDs^ Oliver^ hi$.friends> 
And Castles for the best, of ends^ — 
A set we know as full of malice^ 
As with good meat a sound egg shell is ; — 
But is it prudent to collogue 
With any dirty sneaking rogue ? 
The very fellow that would do 
Mischief to him, or me, , or you ? 
(Some say, that birds of equal feather 
Will very often flock together,) 
And yet these spread (we now determine,) 
As thick as Egypt was with vermin, 
A^d more distressing too we swear. 
Than frogs or locusts once found there. 

— Sooner shall Y — h quit his cards,, 

Or W- ^N his bright rewards, — 

Who's well prepared to storm a trench. 

As' storm the quarters Of a w h : — 

Or E H cease to swear. 

Or P ^M quit whisker'd hair; 

Sooner shall Banks forget his hammer, 

 

G J ^s his shruggings and his stammer, 

Certes a man of no small action, 
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Head of the fag-end of a faction ; 
Lord Osscjlston forget Ws ^ Grammont," 
Thelwali. his eloquence, or— gammon ! 
Sir J — -■ L hence forget his horses, 
His. oaths, I or rather pittent curses ; . 
Sooner shall Curtis' eye-halls roll, 
To find himself too high in poll, 
B — K — Y forget his fighting-dogs. 
Sir Robert Burnet all his hogs, 
ThurIjOw his moon-shine strains give o'eir, 
LoGiBR his new-invented bore. 
Whose head is so with crotchets full, 
To rectify each leaden skull; 
Ch — LM— RS, that editorial wag. 
Cease to be booksellers' dull fag ; 
Sooner shall Coates abstain from rant. 
Or Byron gloomy strains tp cant; 

Sooner shall N i fail to grin. 

Like Milton with his Death and Sin, 

Or M H pay his bonds and bills. 

Or Solomon disclaim his pills, — 
(Should he, or them, be ever lost, 
We sha'n't much feel it to our cost. 
And but for his wondrous skill, you know, 
Many'd had been living long ago !) 
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Or Thornton dream no more qf Hawks^ 
Or H«-^ electioneering baulks^ 
Who ever seems on mischief bent> 
Such hardened fools do ne'er repent, — 
For when a man's good courage fidls bim, 
Don't' feel his palse to tell what ails him ! 
CooMBBs shall resign his '' syntax'' strains. 

Beau D k all his dandy brains. 

The P — t no more pufF Mistress C — '• — , 
Sooner shall Townshenb leave the routs, — 
So sharp-ey'd ever on the Watch, 
The low pick-pocket rogues to catch, — 

But to high pickers up of shawls, — 

He's too polite, — ^he never mauls, — 

Proving what's said though some mayn't feel it. 

Ladies who can't buy lace will steal it ! ' 

C " R forget war-quarter's pay. 

In time of peace, as stories say, 

— ^An Admiralty clerk, no fighter,— 

But M. P.> poet, and a writer ! 

Yea, for the " Quarterly Review," 

Doing as much as man ean do. 

Sooner Hart Davis, clever fellow ! 

Forget his thousands made by tallow. 

Sooner shall Slop hence cease to write. 
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Turning the very " day" to night, 
For when dark slander's so exprest, 
Obscurity^s a welcome guest, — 
In language, where we oysters get, 
Namely, the ward of Billingsgate ! 
Sooner shall C l  y cease to woo. 
And all his ladies cry, poh ! poh I 
Faith, I forgot-^at last— he's married. 
Though half a cent'ry he'ad tarried ; — 
Phillips forget his sing*song strain. 
Or Georgb his ancle's cruel sprain ; ^ 

RsGBNT forget his crosses, ribbons, 

H Y his fighting friend, BiLt Gibbons ! 

S D his strumpet, adjurations, 

MouNT"-— -« lisp of foreign nations^ 

B  B his Gan'mede shall quit, 

Lord Blanby hams to cook or spit, — 

On the flesh pots of Egypt write. 

And how he din'd, and snpp'd at night ;'-— 

Why may not he become as famous 

To after times, and get a name as 

Remarkable as any yet. 

Since Hannah Glassb and Co. have writ r 

Sooner shall Y*^-^— jc, that am'roos sparic ! 

So bishc^ like forget hia Clabkb ; 
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Sooner shall B  c pass the dice, 

And then preach sermons in surplice, 

Compose his face in rev'rend fashion, 

And look devout to admiration 5 — 

Who is as perfect in religioD, 

As were Mahommet's ass and pigeon, — 

And is I really protest one, . 

Not fit at. all to make a pri^t on. 

In fact, may call a very gay man. 

And much more fit to.be a layman ! 

CoLMAN quit epithet of Younger, 

Feeling each hour, day, week,' much stronger; 

— Or Knight his virtu, bronze, gems, 

Or May'r's swan-hopping on the Thames ! 

Or CHATHAiu's Lord getup *fore noori. 

Or H— t-ng's bills or notesy-^aid soon ! 

B  D . forget his staii^ed glass. 

And all the looks of all that pass ! 

LiSTON resign his vacant face. 

Worth more than Secretary's place ; 

John Nichols cease, like gapl delivery, 

To send octavos in new liv'ry, 

Caird ^' Literary Anecdotes" 

Of births and deaths,' most wcmd'rous nc^eal 

Stockdaxjb, Pall Mflll,j^ho, hates sedition^ 
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Advertise " Greeks," endless edition ! 

Which if Sir M — still leaves onwip'dy 

He'd better far have stereotyp'd ; 

Loungers forget their spurs and stays, 

Miss Wing her dresses on court days ; 

G — F — or Grbbn, who sweetly sings 

In praise of ministers and kings. 

Quit all his ^^ Baviads'* in scorn. 

That plung'd in Cruscans' breasts the thorn, 

Now write for old men, and for youth, 

'< The truth and nothing but the truth !" 

Sooner shall wicked Buonapartb 

Think Hudson' Lowb both kind and hearty, 

(He who convuls'd for years our hopes. 

By making kings and lev'Uing popes,) 

In Saint Helbna's pretty village I 

^^ The Board" said, not o'er fam'd for tillage, 

Because upon a rock it lay ; 

To this we may add by the way, 

We send our coals, and bricks, and deals. 

And all epistlesj,^ — ^Bathurst seals 1 

But what amazing share of glory 

Will H — Lowe's be in future story ? 

Who, after th* evidence of facts, — 

Kept bile and drqpsy, — ^tight as wax ! 

M 
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*— Ah, now th' amt»tious fellow's down. 
He's kicked, and trod^ and press'd upon,- 
More than is English, I suspect,-* 
Afi9ietion makes both sides reflect ! 
Sure he's a puppy who begins 
To kick his neighbour's broken shins, — 
But as the thing's done o'er and o'er. 
And can be help'd, I'll say no more. 
Than 'tis a most atrocious bore 1 

Sooner shall K pretend 

His insolence to women mend. 
The want of brains is no vast shame. 
For nature there is most to blame. 
But be it unto all men known. 
If you're a rogue the fault's your own ! 

F --R shall sooner become poor. 

Who turns a farthing five times o'er. 
Before he dares to spend the cuffins^ 
The prince of building raggamuffins ;-— 
Who pounces on the ghosts of houses, 
And all such skeletons espouses. 
Then prowls and finishes these havings, 
Watching the very chips and shavings ; 
" Pray, Goody, cease to moderate" 
The av'rice of your heart and pate, 
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For, know ! jroa cannot take yqur money 
Into the other world \^^mj honey ! 
^ Sooner shall '^ hospital of foundlings'' 
Be fiU'd with progeny of groundlings, 
'Stead of fine gents', who play their eards — 
As to clap in their own bastards i 
Frenchmen quit their sneering ^* God dems!'^ 
Coquin Anglais ! those civil flams. 
Shewing the vast Inens^ance^ 
Now shewn to visitors of France 1 
— Our nobles seen no more with Oitlly, 
Quitting their pugilistic bully, 
Keep company above themselves, 
And not with players, boaters, elves, 
At Porter houses, or Five's Court, 
Where notv all BXQVisrrKs resort, 
Adoring each great mutton fist, 
And as the great ones say, iimst. 
And where so well they play the deuce, 
You'd think all H — 1 was just broke loose ! 
BuRDETT quit Conunons' house refbrm. 
Like *^ taking Heaven itself by storm ;^ 
The way that he propos'd to db't. 
Was, if he could not bring 'em to't. 
For each side to incline a little;^ 
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Till by degrees they met i'th' middle^ 
As lovers do before they wed. 
Quarrel and coax> then go to bed ; 
So JovB could into different shapes 
Transform himself to act his rapes ;•— 
So these reforming jugglers twisted 
Their suffrage to what form they listed,— 
But that A WooLLBR e'er should try 
To stand M. P. for Covbntky ! 
Is r'ally monstrum et horrendum ! 
And CoBBBTT too ! who can commend 'em ? 
Here common sense is put to flight, 
As day is banished by the night, — 
Though we must say they are not idle,, 
But busy as the girls at Bridewsll; 
But all the dwarfish strains so flighty, 
Proceeding from four pen'orths m%. 
To me seem only good and able 
To help confusion once at Bahbx* ! 
And how they stand as to their faith, — 
Faith, I find none that any hath. 
For each man holds what he thinks best, 
And damns for hypocrites jthe rest. . 
— Or grumble, as Fitzciarbncb did> 
Who, from Cephrenian Pyramid, 
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Had brought an ancient thigh-bone home, 

To find through great Sir Ev^rard Homs, 

^was only part of an old cow^ 

Which he prov'd so, (but Jovb knows how!) 

It naturally vex'd the major 

Only to find it an old stager, 

After so many stages he'd tnp'd 

All the long way to this — from Egypt. 

Sooner shall Susskx quit his pipe. 

Or E— -N say, " This cause is ripe !*' 

(When claimants get as lean as snipe). 

Taking dead affidavits home. 

As Jack says, ** gone to kingdom come !" 

We dare not go much further here, — 

ForELDON smiles but once a year, — 

Sooner,— the world turn upside down, 

Than we at constancy to frown. 

Though statesmen may be versatile. 

This to a woman is most vile 5 

The very least good we can do 'em. 

Is ipso facto to be true t'em^ 

For if for ns they'll go through fire, 

Why then the height of our desire 

Should be to do what they require : 

Oh| woman ! source of all delight 
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Id morniDg, afternoon, and night. 

This tribute due is to thy sex. 

If we are true, ye never vex,-^ 

But if we're not^ why then you're bold 

Your faithless husbands well to scold. 

And here we must say you're quite rights 

Further— -God bless you all ! — ^good night I 



END OF CANTO V. 



ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 
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CANTO VI. 



ARGUMENT. 

Oh that we bad B— B 's pow'rs, who members sets asleep for 
hours^ or, in Cimmerian darkness put more black than Ethiopiao 
sooty— «r, conld dismiss a tear, or Mgb, as Joe Obimaldi does,— > 
my eye/— -or, could make black appear so white, as C-— ^g did the 
other night, seeking indemnifying plaister for Habeas Corpus's disaster 
in speech^ (by many deem'd inhuman, though done with laugh-with- 
me acumen), who found it too of wond'rous use by nonsense to 
improve abuse, that we might pass this book—- so merry, — and be 
still entertiuniug'—Tery ! instead of telling all the truth of what oft 
happens when in youth ; alas! our fair heroine's fate in canto sixth 
we must narrate, and tell, though with some hesitation, of Heju>isa's 
ruination J — but of all.fidls, (since wte were boys), not Niaoaka's 
made more noise than this did at the time, and after, when Fullbert 
unawares had caught her. The author censures much tl^ pair with 
marriage rites declaring war, he thinks they might to church have 
gone, and then pass'd somewhere honey-moon, (to whet their wits, 
and make 'em sprightly, as those should be that do things rightly), 
as now they go to country places faster than if a running races. Our 
Hero's strangely alter'd state engrosses er'ry body's pate, namely, the 
interfering throng, with shake of head, and wink, and tongue, who so 
about reforming busy with other's deeds are quite uneasy, and these 
do magnify as far as Sol in light outshines a star, each character to 
pieces tears, and sets the neighbours by the ears, correcting others 
for the sin themselves as deeply are plung'd in, talk and retalk the 
matter o*er, till it becomes " a horrid bore!" Fuli;.bebt's surprise 
is also shewn greater than ever heard, or known,— Ae that was even 
mad at small things, but this ! did vex him worst of all things !— 
They, in dreadful dismal ditty, begg'd for an ounce or two of pity ;— 
poor Abeillard is tnm'd away, but took with him his omnia as to bis 
worldly goods and wares, but parts with her he loves, in tears. Now 
if in England this transaction was done, then Fullbebt brings his 
action for loss of service, and for damage, and lawyers then would have 
a rummage for precedents on many a leaf to swell the learned coun- 
sel's brief, — or, Doctob's Commons' awful fiat, (which cackoldom 
itself can quiet after the usual nine day's riot,)— or-.-marriage might 
have put it straight, and made the thing legitimate ! 
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ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA, 



CANTO VI. 

JDLOW soft, ye sweet, ye murin'ring gales. 
Whilst I breathe on some am'rous tales. 
And gently steal them on the ear 
Of ev'ry lover far and near ; 
Aid me, ye sympathetic pow'rs ! 
Who ought to be " at home," all hours. 
With heart's-ease crown'd, and other flow'rs I 
—And yet, I mournful strains rehearse. 
Though in the merriest sort of verse, — 

—For in the world there's so much sorrow. 
We laugh to-day and cry to-morrow,— 
And in this restless state of things. 
Each hour to us fresh wishes brings 3 
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The Rbgbnt wishes to be quiet, 

Hunt and Galb Jonbs to breed a riot ; 

The outs, His clear wish to be in, 

The ins to do away their din. 

The people wish for liberty. 

Petitioners redress and pity ; 

Old maids wish husbands — ^as resources. 

Some husbands wish for quick divorces ; 

All actors wish good benefits,^- 

Then creditors straight push for quits ; 

Etonians on the highway halt. 

Thus wishing to collect some sclU; 

The owners of our gay Vauxsall 

Wish for fine weather, and no squall, — 

The hackney cpachmen wish it foul, — 

And I declare, upon my soul^ 

I wish five hundred pounds a year. 

Just to make all things straight and clear, — 

(For though Ix>rd Gbbbn Bag still may fkmt me. 

He knows he cannot do without me !) 

Thus mankind have as mapy-wishes 

As at a city feast — are dishes ! 

— But Abbillabj> had only one^ 

And that was Hbloisb, alone,*— 

And he of all mankind her pleasure^ 
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Hence all things else were deem'd no treasure. 

Oh ! that we'd elegance and grace 

To varnish o'er this serious case. 

That e'en the strictest, primmest prude, 

Might then exclaim, Oh ! you're too good ! — 

And yet, methinks, some say. Hush ! hush 1 

You'll put the ladies to the blush ; 

To such I'd say. Dear Sirs I I hope 

I'm ten times decenter than Popb, 

And I'll aver, or have it hinted. 

Such poison never should be printed. — 

But 'tis our duty to impart 

What foUow'd Ab'lard's specious art. 

And we've detail'd, as well's we could, 

T'was next t'impossible, she should 

Preserve her virtue, cool and clear. 

For e'en a quarter of a year^ / 

After such 'stonishing assault. 

How could this poor girl make a halt ? 



Alas ! the maiden lost her honour. 
And although some may cry, fie on her 1 
And though / can't defend her slip. 
Let her fling stones who makes no trip^*-* 
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Not those — ^who never have been tried^ 

For some have said they had, and lied ! 

But those who have resisted all^ 

May fling a stone^ — but be it small ! 

To draw, we do not think it good. 

Her frailties from their drear abode ; 

Unlike Lucretia, be it stated. 

She was indeed thus ruinated, 

But what a diflTrence in the sin 

Twixt Abbillara and Prince Tarouin 1 

Not that LucRETiA need have died. 

Aught more than HBLOisA,-*cried ! 

For we declare, — and in no fun, — 

^' What's done, can nev^r be undone." 

How much this Roman's fate we rue. 

For she was only twenty-two, — 

Oh, that she could have read Othello, 

By William Shakspeare — clever fellow ! 

Or could have heard Tago bawl, 

" That map in fact's not robb'd at all, 

^* Who does not miss what stolen may be,— 

<* To say he's robb'd !— he's not ! the Gaby ! 

— ^Thank God ! that in these modern days 

They have not got these stabbing ways. 

Perhaps — ^prevented by th^ir Stays ! 
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TIs true, we've had a gentle L— — B, 
Who tried to stab herself, — ^in sham, — 
Plung'd a gold bodkin to her — skin. 
No further,^-too blunt p'rhaps to go in ! 
^18 said, she held it by the handle, 
Just as I would a farthing candle :— 
— ^Her Tarquin too was most superb. 
Who wish'd her am'rous suit to curb, 
(If ever any plagues him long. 
They'll feel the rough si de of his tongue. 
Or pen, which is ten times as strong !^- 
And if again they ever strive 
To vex him, — eat me up alive !) 
^' To waltz or not ?-— that was the question. 
Not I — ^was too great for her digestion, — 
Her scratch not mortal was 
And what was done behind 
Was all my eye and Betty 
And now we turn towards the pair. 
With faithfulness beyond compare. 
Leaving this milk and water stuff . 
For those who could not love enough ; 
The pleasures of a mutual passion 
With them became a sort of fashion, — 
Eighteen her age, he although mpre. 



was, that's certain, '^ 
lind the curtain, > 

tty Martin ! \ 
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Without the fear of God before 

Their love'^sick eyes, by virtue sta)r'd> 

She should be actually a maid, — 

Alas ! her lessons, honour, loathing. 

She could deny her lover nothing;. 

He too forgot a master^s duty, 

And ** held discourse with nought but beauty. 

We ever shew'd eictremest pity 

At any fall in town, or city, — 

And still shall, for we are but mortal. 

Not free from passions that so hurt all 

Our specious hopes of peace and quiet. 

Making the blood to boil and riot y 

We don't defend this charming couple. 

For being thus to Cupid supple,-^ 

We blame their downright want of sense, 

Not being tied at first by license. 

Or else by bands, — Or ask'd three times. 

And welcomM by the steeple's chimes^ — 

For 'tis not like a Chanceiy bill. 

Taking whole years ta say — ^you will I 

True, — all may have miguarded moments, 

But then we're open to such comments 1 — ^ 

Which once an abbess terrified, 

E^BA of Coj^DiifcGHAH,-**the pride-— 
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That fearing Danes on Irish ground^ 
She caird her charming nuns around^ 
Begg'd they'd cut off their upper lips 
And hoses, — to confound the rips ! — 
There being then of course less beauty, 
Their virtue sav'd— in way of duty ;— 
Thus Ebba cut herself and nuns, 
In the good cause, t'avoid these Huns,—- 
And Malmsb'r¥'s abbot calls them, hie 
Beatas Virgines qace sic / 

^-The question is, was this o'er wise 

T^have made such visual sacrifice ? 

Whatever were their Danish ends. 

Seeing they were Nolens Vdens ' 

Tis clear, that they foresaw some slander. 

If virtue was allow'd to wand^,-^ 

Cutting and maiming^ thus, in fact. 

Guilty by ELLBNBORouGH'sact!'— 

— And thus Sophronia did, contentious, 

Who being sent for by Maxbntids, 

To gratify his brutal taste^ 

Plung'd a sharp sword right through her waist. 

Rather than live on stain'd, polluted. 

And see her husband thus comuted,*-- 

— ^Which Saint Eusbbi trs much applauded. 
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— ^And thus he saiciile has lauded ! 
Do modem high-bred dames think so 
In George's reign ? we answer, No ! 
Does e'en the arrow of remorse, 
Fix deep within its barb and curse 
After a matrimonial havock ? 
Psha ! 'tis hut a fash'nable gammock, 
Settled at Trinity or Easter, — 
And money cures the wound or fester I 
We own we're vex'd at Hsijoise, 
To let her lover sue on knees. 
Such posture did, and ever shall. 
Precede the virtue that's to fall ; 
Learn hence, dear sex ! in town or city. 
Though yoii on lovers look with pity, 
For mercy's sake, don't be undone, 
Such jobs are sad things i'th' long run. 
The thousand tongues of fame all wag. 
And male and female gossips — mag. 
As we may fairly shew by samples. 
Though sad historical examples, — 
Imbibing rules of Epicurus, 
Instead of being calm, they're furious ! 
Studying also that Lucretius, 
Who upon pleasure's so facetious. 
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Whioli, if you've caDvass'd book the fourth, 

You've seen most palpably brought forth, 

Who liews and splits his atoms with 

Things subt'Uer far than fishes breath, 

And brings such matters into form, 

As folks fpohi cream do butter chum,— • 

-"-And in his book eternal rings. 

Of fitness nice of men and things,—- 

Thus trying to find a shorter road 

To happiness or love**-than'6 good,*— 

Witness Miss Ninon j>b I/Enclqs, 

Mistress to Lbwis, (as you know,) 

To him ! aye ! hundreds more beside. 

Ever disdaining to be*-^bride ; 

Who thought all lore— caprice of sense. 

And only found in appetence^*— 

For this she'ad Cardinal Richbmeu, 

Also — ^tfae Ddkb >db Rochjbfoucavlt, 

Saint Evrbmond, and De CoijIgnt, 

M. Dfi Goa&viLtB. and Db Sbvigj^b, 

HuYGBNs^. & Dutch pbiloaopher- 

Ako to her cause came over^ 

Leaving his globes celestial. 

For thosie that were terrestrial ; 

In shgrt, she lovers had enough, 

N 
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The Prince i>b Condb^— -M. CHATBAUNBur^ 

Who^ when she reach'd her seveatieth year^ 

Enjoy'd her antique smile and leer ! 

But Gbdotn^ aged twenty ^nine, 

Thought her at eighty— ^so divine ! 

He liv'd a year in paradi9e, 

On grey hairs dotb^, and grey eyes ! 

She tempted FAtHBB Bourdaloub, ' 

But found, abs ! tbai would not do >-* ' 

At length she died at ninet]^-one, 

The queen of gallantry and {nn,— 

JjTsueh the case is, we say, No ! 

Witness that Mabamb Houbbtot, 

Who pass'd through many learned hands. 

Like bodss, or bank notes, houses, lands, 

Leas'd out by temporary charter, 

Or any vort of am'rous barter. 

But having wit like Mrs^ »Clabkb, * 

To please an accidental spark. 

Is, by our Lady MoroanV gammon^ 

Christen'd " an interesting woman !*' 

Query, pray how much credit's due . 

To one who draws so Icn^ a bow ? 

Oh ! ^' how imperfect is eKpresaion'^ 

To tell of loving— in successions 
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As well was done by D^Espikassb, 
Who pby'd this « inWe$tif^" farce. 
Fuming in turns (as one may speak,) 
Like babble mix-d with frying squeak. 
Who don't compassionate Valubrb ? 
A mistress to that monarch rare, 
Lewis the fo^irtebnth, . thrown away 
On the sensualist'of a day; • . 
(For In his wrath he spar'd no man. 
Nor in his lust Jpaii'd . any woraan^) 
He whom love could oeyet soften^ 
Though modesty bene tried it dften 
With all sincerity aiid grace^ ... 
And blushing bemUy in^her face, — 
XKmtere^ed too,> as fair. 
Which in a court is.veyy rare; 
The grand monarquie that strutting cock, 
With vanity so like peacock, 
Transferred his tore disgraceful, 

m 

To MoNTBSPAN, the tasteful. 
Unlike in manners aildc^ mind ; 
Now mark the lover most unkind. 
For when La VAtLiifttH had retir'd 
To th' Carmelites, as t was required 
He'd not altow her hence to miaurry. 
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But said^ as might be**-by Old Harry ! 
'^ That she who e'er had once been his, 
*' Mankind shall ever after miss, 
^^ And never hence belong to any 
*' But God V* So said this royal zany ! 
Thus conscience — ^tnith — ^are silly things, 
To shackle up the wills of kings,— 
They may inferior people bind, 
But kings their checks need never mind. 
But by the force of pow'rfiil will. 
Make conscience ^toop to any ill ! 
Which said, let conscience not dispute. 
For kings like gods are absolute ! 
Vallierb at thirty was immur'd. 
After the sleights which she'd endured, — 
We have authority to say. 
Namely by that of Secign^, 
France never will see such another. 
Who blush'd so at the name of mother, — 
At hateful name of mistress too, 
Her eyes sufius'd bespoke her woe; 
Sure when such feelings were displayed, 
We must shew pity to the maid. 
The victim to a royal lure, — 
Disease that r'ally seems jmst cure ! 
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behold the wonfder of her age. 

In this said '' interesting" page. 

We mean the fam'd De Maintsnon, 

Who shar'd th^ fourteenth Lewis' throne 

Or bed,--^f thift same grand monarque^ 

Who scomM to hide his light i'th' dark 5 

Who'd cat ten thousand subjects' throats. 

To satisfy such petticoats ; 

She — ^was the deepest jade of all, 

So good, so mild, so free from gall, — 

E'en Fenslon to wink gain'd over. 

To calm the scruples of her lover. 

Proving th' assertion stronger still, 

Wisdom gives way to woman's will; 

At length by wheedling all these fools, 

She took to building convents, schools. 

Winding up thus her gamesome function. 

And getting grace and such like unction ; 

Oh conscience ! conscience ! who can bide it ? 

Few know it well but those, who've tried it 5 

Oh conscience 1 what an awfol thing 1 

Scaring a Jew or Christian King ! 
'TIS sting all o'er, and when't begins 
To check a sinner for his sins, 
TwiH ne'er give o'er till he repent him,— 



.» 
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Next to the rib which Adanaf lent him ! . 

e 

Bpt these fine expiation way8> 

Are quite in fashion Qaw-«-fdayS|-^: 

A wreteb lives on in^ wtdfod plilnder^ 

But death«-bed throes, reveal the blundei^ • > 

He'as iiacotf)puHetioKl$ mad^ thfdugh life,-r^ 

Then^^feeling charitable stiife, 

Builds hospitals and alaia«»hou8e6. 

For strangers who have lost their spouses, 

A sort of Cerberean sop^ 

Thrown as a lure, a bribe, a stop^— 

(Some give the parson— when they're ill, 

A handsome legacy by will,)— 

Thus late they swimmingly go on. 

Killing two birds With ev'ry sftone,' 

And doing this and that good deed, 

Which it is humbly hop'd succeed 

To purchase 'fiill forgiveness there. 

Where all transactions are laid bare ! 

— Notorious Maitame PoMJPADOuit, • 

Ciffeat Lewis fifteenth's splendid ♦♦••*, 

Who rul'd o'er him, who ruFd o'er Fbancb, 

In petticoated jig or trance. 

For twenty years, to th' admiration * 

Of all who've thought about'tliat nation,— 
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Conveying home the pUui solution, 
Such tricks brought on the RevolutioD, 
More than the BoussBAtxs and VoltairjiSi 
With all their pfaSlosophic airs» 
Which priest and bastille advocate, 
Aver must ever have that fate ; 
The latter thought, that prisons, — fetters, — 
Lettres de» cachets, — from our betters. 
Were lord's anointed works of state, 

» 

If thus play'd off legitinnate /— * 

So during Madam P/s fine reign, 

'^ One million men in fight were slain V — 

She put poor Rbssllibr in cage. 

Through seven long years, — ^to him, an age ! 
For writing a mere epigram, 

Upon this mercenary madam ) — 

— ^But — ^is a king a scouigbg god. 

That he dare exercise the rod 

O'er all his subjects, but to raise 

Supplies for his luxurious days ? 

His venal statesmen racked with plans, 

To keep a pack of courtezans, 

Whose love has all the dirty root 

Of putrid muck about forced fruit ; 

Sure money is th^root of evil. 



^r 
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If with it thus tbey play the 4evil : 

She died at last at forty-two^ 

Fprgot,r— as sopri as — ** Haw d'you.do?" 

— ^Who reign'd 6'ex Francs in ease aod plenty. 

Full nineteen years, though some say twenty. 

-—We loathe this *' interesting" stuff, 

And cannot execrate enough 

Such high recipients, should have 

For any thing hut rank demerit^ 

To which their forms so aptly 

Luring with most insidious ways,. 

Rich or great fools to crown their days } 

What are their Me sdamss Chatjblsts, 

Their Deffands, — those gay sprightly jays ? 

But just so many courtezans. 

Who *re brought up to high-flying plans,, — 

—-Not half so honest as a Lais, 

Or any such that in our day is,-^ 

Hypocrisy's a dev'lish trick. 

And always made me mighty sick. 

—We give our couple,— as they are, 

Never with truth declaring war. 

By which too many a poet's led. 

On fiction's slippery ground to tread. 

Make out their heroines so good. 
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Far 'bove oar earthly flesh and blood ; 

Id shape their heroes too declare, 

AU like Apollo Bslybdbre, 

Witness Tuadbbus of Warsaw, 

So good a Pole no man e'er saw, 

PoLB, or aught else, alive, or dead,— - 

E'en him who shines so at Wanstead:! 

Alas ! humanum est errare, 

(A proverb known in Tipperary^) 

And thus it was in Paris, then 

With Abbillard, most learnM of men I 

He was so wrapt up with his scholar. 

No other studies could he follow, 

His lectures now unpalateable, 

Himself quite uncomeatable, — 

When any of his pupils call'd, 

He's " Not at home," the servant bawl'd^ 

«— Neglected ci^l, canon law. 

For those bright eyes he sought and saw. 

Spending his time in soft caresses, 

(As he most candidly confesses,)-— 

Making those hours that were devoted 

To contemplation, rather suited 

To further more his intercourse, — 

Going, in fact, from bad to worse ! 
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Oft too at Follbjbrt's coaiitry-hoiue. 
He'd steal as soft as any moase> 
When all the servants were asleep, . 
Just at his love to get ar^-peep,-— 
For stolen thefts of love are sweet. 
And many think such greater treat, 
Although we can't say 'tis discreet : 
Oft too they'd incidents contrive. 
Merely to keep their flame alive, — 
So plausible, and so ingenioas,— ^ 
So accidental too ! (between us),— <- 
A look, or e'en a word or sigh 
Are volumes to the lover's eye! 
Sometimes he'd pretend to scold her — 
When in presence of beholder. 
And often rail with much pretence^ 
At Hsloisa's negligence, — 
Fearing that spies might be abroad. 
He sometimes downright angry roar'd. 
The better to keep up the farce, 
A rigid tutor tried to pass; 
Can it be wondered, thus enchanted. 
He never for his lectures panted ? 
Her beauty gave him such « diz'ness^ 
It made bim quite forget his bus'ness ; 
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Can it be wonder'd b^ took pain^ 
To sing sweet Ovid's softest strains 2 
(The ^^ Roman de la Rose" he wrote^ . 
Some ajiithors sayy— rbut Lsay not,) . 
And to compose.on am'rous verses^ 
Which after^ proY'4 the;twcirst of cucsesy--;-- 
For somehow copies got so spread/-^ 
His scholars whisper'd *hwt bis head^ 
Thinking their mast^ downright ct^cVd, 
In fine, they soon saw thcQUgh the fact, 
They guess'd the Dalii^ah that broke. 

The strength of Sampson — ^by a stroke; 
He rarely 'tended to his school, 
And read his lectures )ike a fool. 
For, ev'ry now and then, he*d try 
^^ To bend his eye on vacancy, 
^^ And with the incoq)oreal air, 
^^ To hold discourse,'' i^nd then he'd stace. 
As if just started fj-pm a dreaip. 
Forgetting quite his studied thenoe^ 
The dev'l's ta1(tpo with fingers beating. 
And Hbloisa's name. repeSiting,— - 
His lectures-p— read like printed sermons 
Were old ones, just like^cousin-germans, 
Serv'd up too of(, like tavern disbes 
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So foreign to tir'd trav'ller's wishes ; 

As no efiieot's without a caus^. 

They soon foond out, love's potent laws 

Too strong were for their master's senses^ 

By such external evidehees 5 — 

They^ finding want of education^ 

Made for themselyes a long vacation : 

His dedcs grew ev'ry day much thinner^ 

Which Ab'larb saw not, poor lost sinner \ 

So wrapt in Hbloisa's love. 

With whom he now was hand in glove !— 

Like a fam'd improvisatori, 

He'ad ev'ry day an am'rous story, 

Couch'd in some sweet poetic strain. 

Which other lovers sung again : 

One day in verse like Btron's " Beppo,'* 

Which wits will quickly try to echo, — 

Another day in Moore's " Fudge" style. 

So calculated for the smile, — 

Then in strong syllables often. 

Like " English bards, and northern men,*' — 

And oft in verse of fourteen line. 

Where Petrarch, Spbnser, Milton, shine, — 

Sometimes in style of Chaucbr's stanza. 

But rare*-in SouTHBy's 'stravaganza. 
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Who mounted in poetic stirrup. 

Has made a most alarming kick, up,— 

Never in Colbridgb', Word worth's way, 

Tommy and Sammy ! Alice Gray ! — 

With all their strength of — curds and whey! 

Nor did he reef poetic sails, 

Like Scott and Hogg in Bodsbeck Tales, 

Where e^en plain English prose now fails, 

In telling of a common story, 

Without a Scotch mist, halo, glory !•— 

Enveloping jargonic slang, 

Giving to common sense a pang ; 

Were these books wrote for boway Scotland, 

Or for Siberia, Java, Jutj«and? 

That glossaries are now on taUe, 

As actually indispensable ; 

Go ! print Scotch lexicons at once, . 

^illuminate each southern sconce. 

Since we must have jaw-breaking phrases, 

Pronouncing which we -make such feces; • 

It takes some time, — w^re r'ally pos'd, 

To get our features reeompos*d; 

Pray give explanatory notes^ 

Just to relieve our aching throofts. 

And qualify our fearful loathing, 



' 190 

At LoTHiAN*TOLBOOTH talesy — ^for nothing, 

But raking up drear prison scenes, 

FV>r '< Effie'' and .<' Dooee Davi^ Deans 1'' 

We fear this supererogation 

Will soon inundate this oar nation ; 

For if they^ still pursue these jsly tric3c8| 

Our books' will turn to hieroglyphics, 

And tea chest- macks in way.Chineae^ 

Or any thing such authors please^ 

Vandall, Mohawlc^ and grim Yahoo! 

And Oiaheitan gibberish too ! 

Will decorate each: twelvemo page. 

If we stiir toleraite this rage ;*— • 

We'ed gire a spedmen or twoy — 

But that we soonl to frighten you ; 

Surely 'tis done to try the times, ' ' - 

As WoRDSWORtH did, with baby rhymes, — 

Essaying, « new road -to find, 

Like Uindgoides leading of ihe blind; 

Did ever mortal readlhe like, 

O' death o' Laird o'lDumUedike ? 
At sundry other parts we swcar^ 
'' Oh ! what a feHing dff is th^rp \" 
Good Walter S^^otvI you'll ne'er engraft 
This hotcb pptch;iin|o» tillwe'ie d^j 
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In one word, there is no excuse,-— 

Write English, man ! foe Where'g the nee 

To pu2zle much, instead of pleasing^ 

And ears and eyes thus senseless teasing 

In *^ Landlord's Tales" of « Jed Qeishbotham ? 

This is the ready way to rot 'em ^ 

WeVe seen in all your works this trick. 

Don't make us absolutely sick \ 

For if ye talk so in this day. 

From Edtnbue«^h we'll stay away, 

And not make voyage by Leith smack. 

To witness this infernal clack ; 

For Where's the use of northern trip, 

If gutturals 90 come froiti lip. 

As bad as if we were in Norway, 

Instead of t'other side of Solway ? 

_ • 

Good sir ! assimilate the lingo. 
That is the readiest way, by jingo ! 
To make us read whate'er you write. 
Which we have done with great delight, 
And will so still, while you get cash. 
Without the smallest sort otfash, — 
For you've producM us volumes twenty. 
In a few years, got cash so plenty. 
To buy estates beyond the Twbbd, 
At which we're r'ally glad indeed ; 
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If you should write more ^^ Landlord's Tales, 

Say something 'boat the Princs of Wales, 

Let R— GL — ^y's host be Jedbdiah ! 

And, if we might add our desire, 

Write all in English, — ^to be read I 

And nonie in Scotch, or language dead, — 

Then the Marchi'nbss 'twon't hurt her, . 

To read without interpreter. 

And as for us, without grimaces, 

We'll wish you lots of Henry Hases. 

— ^Too much success makes people blind. 

They leave all caution far behind ; — 

Our pair had kept so little guard. 

Playing so carelessly love's card. 

That ev'ry one in this soft case. 

Saw the fact plain as nose on face. 

And thought, with some complacency. 

None so blind as those that won't see ; 

Fdllbbrt however wanted eyes, 

* 

Filling all meddlers with surprise. 

And as there was in the beginning. 

And ever will be — while we're sinning,r- • 

A tell-tale, busy body throng. 

Who've found the lopgitude,— of tongue ! 

Who have such aptitij^de for scandal. 
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And others* ohfiracters so handle^*^ 

— Such theit-there were who told the old oftc, 

Which, when he lieard,^— he thought a bold one, 

*■ 

For prepossession had such place, 
He smackM the sly tale bearer's fece ! 
Next day, some other friend said so, 
He could not strike all France ?-:-oh, no ! 
Still unbelief did not give way. 
Yet he close watchM them a whole day, — 
— ^The clap of thunder came at last ! 
(The lovers thought with too much haste,)-^ 
And, as we say in modest fashion. 
Surprised them in soft conversation ! 
Poor Ab'lard look'd a little bhie. 

And so perhaps might I-w)r you,— * jj 

Not more astonish-d were the pair 
Than him, alas ! who caught them thei'e; 
Not moi» astontsh'd once did Banks 
Witness Quben OB£ft«A's pranks : . 
Not more airtopidi'd wa$ there seen 
Bounty dispeltts'd by »*****»'s Qdeen ; 
Not more astonished was the nation 
At th* iidelicat^ investigation ; 
Not more astx>iU5b'd England stare at* 
Wat T ymr: trap a^d to Poet Laureat I 

o 
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Not inore4u;toQish'd was Lord. Btaon> 
At H^rr'-of face lik^ rusty iron,— 

Thfi ugly Gt- ss, whom he 

Attacked with so much enmity ;-—. 
Not more aatpnishM Hr-T-r-'s danp^. 

In R 's breast for years to jBajoae^r-* 

Or R^x^BNT viewfvi^lf royal drea^I, 

Blood oozing froin first C«Aii^?^'s.he^^f 

Not.mpre astonish'd d^ ]t;he coipmqiis 

See Waithman tend the.Spg^ilfpr's summpiis j 

Not more astpnishM 4*4 French: jilts 

Peep at our Highlai^^^rs* sVrt kilt*; 

Not more astonish'd Coates. s^iyey'd . 

His diamond buckle stpl'a,9rstr^y^d 55^ 

Not more a&tqnish'd England /sees 

The celebrated Dpqro^/R^sp^^ 

Groping above, Joa«n^'^. J^pees, , 

Whether young Sl^ilol?;!^ tbere.pr^ot;^,^ 

Or likely sppn tp fill, the c^t ... 

Which Sjsbdon made with, laughing &ce» , 

For this miraculous babe o^gr^oe; 

Not more astonish'd JoHNsqN view 

Two cat holes made, where^ cme would dO|--r 

For he had ordered one for kitl;«n I. 

Forgetting, somehow she might get in, ^ 
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That which was made for Mistress Tab, 
Proving the doctor no great dab,*— 
Nor him at Ma'am Piozzi's marriage. 

The widow of friend Thralb's miscarriage, 

(A very decent kind of brewer, 

Who in his days had poisonM fewer 

Than any of that thriving trade). 

To think of this sad trick, the jade ! 

Not more astonished high Fife bruisers 

Saw Catalani in her trowsers ; 

Not more' Colt Hoare on digging barrows, 

Finding but daggers, rings, bows, arrows^— 

Proving, that after all this fuss, 

Montes partur. nascetur nius ! 

Not more surpris'd we see French cooks 

f*  . '  ' ' ' • • ' 

Averm culinary books, 

* • 

Above six hundred fourscore ways 
Of dressing eggs in these rare days. 
Outdoing Hannah Glasse and Co. 
E'en " the Domestic Cookery" too ;— ^ 
They have, among their other vamp'ries, 
A way to stew king killing lampreys ! 

A di^h I care not for three l)uttons, 

, . . . , . 

But pleasing sundry royal gluttons ; 

Not more star'd Cripplegate church full, 

'.I • ' 

When Parry rear'd aloft, a scull ! 
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" Paint an inch thick when yau go home^ 
'^ To this complexion you must come !'^ 
Not more astonishM Coopbr see 
A thousand pound presented fee ! ' ^ 

Not more all England^ in a tumpj 
Saw the fair Hottentot's large rump, 
* Hogarth's quintessent line of beauty. 
In picturesque rotundity ; 
Not more at the Ouranq Outang, 
When side by side with Mistress Bang 5 
Not more at name of *' All Saints/' parish^ 
Where prostitutes, Jews, thieves, so flourish^ 
Not more astonisb'd, — not so much, — 
King's-evil cur'd by royal touch. 
Which some years since was all the go. 

But now 'tis alter'd quite, you know, — 
Else wherefore rose those large cravats. 

Worn by a M 's scurvy brats ? 

Would you know more of royal touches. 
For cure of most unroyal blotches ? . 
Read Reverend Mister Peggb's remains,, 
Which will reward you for your pains ; 
Not more the late Ijord Orford whine. 
When any friend popp'd in — to dine 5 
Not more surprised was Mungo ParK;^ 
At a red lion's morning walk, — 
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Nor BiSH^ a broker in the alley^ 

At LriTLKTON's dread lott'ry sally, — 

The first is never in a puck. 

But when he views a waddling duck ; 

^lot Ladv ******»s fat cook. 

At beef-steak fling her lady took 
Was more astonish'd in her way. 
Though she hsid four-^pence more to pay; 
Not more astonish'd our great Q— — n 
Sees at her court tit bits of sin, 

Who're Countess this, or March'ness that, 

The first so lean, the last so fat ; 

Not more astonish'd Castlerbagh, 

Who well can all his taxes pay. 

At th' ignorant impatience of 

Those who can't pay the same, by Jovb ! 

Not more surpris'd the rogue convicted. 

At JusTicB Park's great rage depicted. 

Who'd sentenc'd him eighteen months long,- 

But, for his latitude of tongue. 

Added in months just sixty-six. 

To pass o'er Bot'ny Bay's dread styx, — 

Proving in courts what proverbs tell^ 

Give up one inch^ they'll take an ell 3 

Not more surpris'd was Polly Baker, 
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When Bolton's duke woi^d duchess m^kefaer, — 
Nor us at Shaksp£ar£'$ comineatators^^ 
Their trash oa stew'd prunes ^n^ potnio^s, 
With rak'd up notes, not worth the hatcM^lg* 
Upon the 9rte of <E^onee ^mtiHn^ : 

Not more Barthbxbmi astonished, 

* 
When Angslo's rare ring had van^h'd, 

Swallow'd by greedy Baron Stosch,—- * 

But by a powerful dose of slosh 

Administer'd by way of emetic. 

The antiquarian heretic 

Brought up, or down, the valued gem. 

With many an ah ! and oh ! and hem! 

Nor more the Chapter and the Dean, 

When Edward's thumb was whipp'd oflF ckan. 

By Helbwnes antiquarian, 

Wha'U often steal what they've an eye on ; 

Not more at our church names of Saint, 

The very sound quite makes one feint. 

For instance, one Saint Bbnnst Finck !. 

The sound's enough to make one sink, 

He might have chahg'd that name we think, 

As Mister Gifford did from Grben, 

Who looks so blue witji courtly spleen ; 

Not more surpns'd the ugly toiad 
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View him to whom his freedom ow'd^ 

Having'for cent'ries been alotie^ 

In centre of a tree or stone ; — 

Thus many things are brought to light. 

We never dreamt of any night ; 

Not more astonishM do We ^d. 

When fortune either drunk or blind, 

All our great merits has pass'd o^er. 

And being positively poor. 

One friend Will pity bur imprudenee. 

And readily wilt make condolence, 

Another at misfortunes wink. 

But carefully pi^eserves his cMfik ! 

Yield ev'ry thing— except their aid. 

To master, mistress, child, or maid ; 

Not more confounded with amaze, 

Do we see conscience in these days, 

Some, can't aiSbrd in fact to have one, — 

Most costly luxury under th' sun ! 

Not more surprised was Gabo Page Turner, 

Who in virt4 too late a learner. 

And though he bought with greatest cafe, yet 

Got most abomiubbly bit, 

(Twas vastly strange he would do so, 

Ju&t to be catrd d virtuoso,) 
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To find his rarities such stuflF, — 

Crying like Macbeth^ "Hold, enough !"> 

And so we cry, — lest we get tedious^ 

Or as the Scotchman seLySy^—fasfeedeoua ; 

Comparisons may turn out odious, 

And to our readers incommodious > 

To FuLLBBRT therefore we advert, 

Who felt his honour greatly hurt. 

He stood as one electrified. 

Like Lot's wife fix'd, and stupified,-- 

Or, as they say, struck all o' heap,^ 

At the result of this said peep • 

He felt uncommonly chagrin'd 

To see the way in which they sinu'd,— * 

He felt as if some weighty foe 

Had trod upon his gouty toe. 

Or; by a Tarant^la bitten. 

Making one dance like a mad kitten j 

— ^As he, who in awaken'd fright, 

Sees goblins in the dusk of night. 

Has both his eyes set in his head^^ 

As still as if the man was dead,^ • 

 

His hair on end, as if his skull, 

Was stuck with netting*needles full, — 

So FcJLLBBRT stood, and so amaz'd. 
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And as distracted. star'd and gaz'd j 
Bat welLdissenibling all his ire^ 
Like smoth'ring flames before they fire, 
Bid Abbillarb depart, and muttered ' 

» 

Something which Heu>18A flutter'd,*— 

His anger seem'd too moderate, / 

Oq having found them in this statei—- 

For as a gun with powder cramm'd, 

The tighter down tl^e same is ramm'd, , 

When taking fire, it breaks out thence 

With so much greater violence, — 

'Hiey therefore more fear'd his revenge 

Than I, the fall of vast Stonb Hengb ! 

He might have spoke out like a man. 

And not commenced malignant planj--? 

If Fd been him, though vex'd Td tarry,. 

And ask, this inatant will you marry ? 

Unquestionably, though much fluttered. 

They'd assent instantly have uttered. 

And injured virtue put all straight,— « 

Like many instances of late ; 

Our learned civilians who ne'er blunder, . 

Would have made this a nine days wonder. 

And with the aid of parchment, wax. 

Stamps and red tape, (more strcmg than facts,) 
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Which, with thrte thousand pounds, «fa6f ^all 

" Virtue replaced on pedesMl V 

Now AsBiLi^Ro and fivtoian 

Both fell upon repentant knees. 

Beseeching Follbhrt to forgive. 

And let them stilt together live,— ^^ 

*^ Pray, don't be Cross ! but dry oar tmis^ 

*^ A Christian'^ 'heatt no malice bciors', 

" When mafn repents and turns from erils, 

** He moves aH hearts except the deviPs, 

** And who is there of women — men, 

'^ But iiaVe Ihek downfals now and 4^n ? 

— Uneks are flints, no tears can inek,-^— 

They pkad td one wlio nev^r fett, 

Spurmng the pair who^ gone aertmy, 

He frown'd, and took hitiiself awary,-^ 

Not to fetch pistob we declaim, 

Or ask AB.-^^just ** to lake the air 5" — 

Oh no ! the murky^ horrid wretch. 

Begun his malice forth to stretch, 

Brooding which way to shew it most, 

Dead, and unfeeling as a post,'-^ 

Though nat'rally may be inferr'd. 

He felt insulted to the beard ; 

Why could be not go back to th' door ? 
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And say, '* Yfedwm^ Md aiaJoaiiMNnei! 

*' V\l aiarry yea oiy^dfj k^K^ prmt^^-** 

'< And after tb«i:, ivi^'U have a feasts 

** And. if a boy we p*©r may aee, 

'^ Christen the y^Midg 4og ^^^cr me !" 

All this we fancy itie might say. 

In truth, by/i»r.th^ htitm: way 

Than plot as he Aid tragic trick. 

With all the rancour 6f iOld Nick. 

Imagine now.tb' afflicted pair. 

Their cheeks bedew'd with mutiial t^oar^ 

Each for each other grieving tlittsy-- 

FuLLBBRT they wished in nubibus, 

Or that he never had been born, — 

So were their souls at parting torn. 

^— -Our hero quits, but not with pleasure. 

That house containing all his treasure ; 

Slowly he goes, his soul in grief. 

With anguish that exceeds belief 

Of some, who very rarely feel, 

Nor their hard-heartedness conceal ; 

Who let the work! without a query, 

Vadere sicut vuU vadere I 

But to soft, sympathetic hearts, 

Who in life'^B routine play true parts. 
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Commiseratioii's save to ooilie^ 
Their tears and sighs for e'er ** at home/* 
'^ Dropping like gentle rain from heaven^ 
<^ Blessing the soal to whom 'tis given, 
'^ And blessing twice, whene'er 'tis shed 
" For thosd who've in misfortune sped/' 
We hardly mean that base-born feeling, 
(Putting all confidence a reeling, 
Which we should place in lovely woman,) * 
And should be recognizM by no man. 
Namely, l3ie whining, panting, crying. 
When reading tender novels, lying ! 
At th' unimaginable woes 
Of heroines soft, and tall heroes. 
Who live on sighs for half a year> 
And ;shed each day romantic tear ! 
Who under windows go a strumming, 
And to the pale moon go a humming 
** Oh, lady fair, where are you going ?" 
Especially, when I am wooing ! 
And all love's difficulties, are 
Not once, put hors^ but in ccmbat ! 
Whien such dear lovers never feel 
An appetite for one short meal, 
Journies performing in such x^ouraes^ 
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That would knock up a dozen horses^ 
Withouit pound-note in rklicale,— « 
To help them thus to play the fod^*^ 
We say, when women weep o'er theae-^ 
— O'er dying lap«dqp-*«een .on knees !— * 
Instead of sljewingheairenly pity- ; 
To mortals poor, in toiyn or city,-^. 
It makes us say, « the cat will mew, 
" And puppy dogs have their day too !" 
—Farewell ! dear souls ! we close this book 
With sorrow, and a tearful look;— 
So have we seen at Southbrn's play. 
Sweet, lovely eyes come red away. 
And all that night still feel in sadness 
At Isabella's love and madness,— 
Perhaps — in dreams again repeats. 
And in soft show'rs the pillow wets, 
(Bedew'd, perhaps would better sound. 
To make the period smooth and round ;) 
Oh ! may such feeling ever flourish. 
May females ne'er indifference nourish! 
And may they like the weather shine 
In reading this ;— one moment pine,— 
Next blaze out like the sun divine ! 
Alternate cry, alternate laugh. 
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For life's riomt cup we aUimiist quaff) 

Once morels bstwiU ! for Bleep! coiu^; 

To MonnaSDs, drowsy goij re^ort^*— 

In vain we try to conquer rest^ 

The reilsoQthus is beat eaq^rest^ 

'^ Rurting I find is such sweet sorrow, ^ 

** I say good night until 'tis morrow.** 



END OF CANTO VI. 
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C ANTO VII. 



ARGUMENT. 

Absence, the author r'ally thinks, rirets still tighter love's soft links 
which chain th' adorer to his dear, — he'as partly prov'd snch state- 
ment here ; a moderate time of separation increases love's keen palpi- 
tation, rend'ring what was small cbarg'd at first now like p'er loaded 
gnns to burst. Our Hero thus could stay no longer,— 'but, like a 
deep old borough-monger, falls straight to bribing with his gold of 
Louet's maid,*— to that she's cold! — ^propos'd to fill her mistress' 
place, (hajriug a dec«|it k^nd of face, »nd. well-bpilt figure a^d so 
forth), Iret lov4 :declar'd by wqrd of '<moutli,-*-4Kit; ABEtujiRD, Uke 
Patriarch's son, said No ! to all her proffei'd fun ! Joseph, (you well 
know whom I mean), who so incurr'd Ma'am Pot'phar's spleen ; 
Ab. felt like him rejection's ire, throwing the fat into the fire :— 
bribes Heloisa's singiiig tntor .ta take a letter^ bftjiot neuter, did 
then exactly as was told, as most men do when paid in gold. The 
lovers meet at fall of night, — guess Abeillard's distress and fright, 
on Louet's being, (in genteel words!) in way some wish who love 
their lords ! — she then eUpei ^th ^gr^test joy,-— soon's brought to 
bed of a^«c boy ; — it really was so— but of course they're always 
/ine, though small as mouse, — and we have known some Jine girls 
born as large and straight as shoeing horn,— -yet, do parents' hearts 
so tickle to think their dwarf a miracle ! Fullbert and Ab. are 
reconcil'd ; for he who had his ward beguil'd, said he would marry 
her directly, proving in this he thought correctly. Oh, Jove ! in- 
spire Vansittart's head bach'lors to tax alive or dead, and make 
them pay per annum— pound !— -if they die single— ^twenty pound !— 
and tax divorces too most smartly, 'twill pay the debt off soon, or 
partly,— and then each gentleman and lady will henceforth be as gay 
as Mayrday, — and none will think it best to hang, cut throat, or 
drown his outward man. 



ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA 



CANTO VII. 

Not all that Poets feign'd of old 
Of lovers parted^ so well told. 
Could eqaal th' agony extreme 
Of those, who now comprise my theme ; 
Corporeal torments shocking are. 
But ne'er with mental to compare ; 
Not e'en Phalaris' fiery bull. 
Invented by infernal skull. 
Could equal raging fires — unseen. 
Making a well-cas'd lover— lean ! 
Not HsRo, nor the kind Lbani^r 
Who swam o'er Hellespont, like gander, 
MVhen th' hour of separation come, 

P 



210 

Could fret so much ere he swam homcf 

Nor could Vallibre take on much worse. 

Parting with Lewis le Quatorze^ — 

Like our eighth Harry to the letter, — 

Loving another mistress better, — 

Only-*— the French king rather fear'd 

To cut off heads, like our " Blue Beard ;'' 

Not Sappho, who for love would weep, 

And took for Paaon such a leap, 

Could e'er have felt half so forlorn 

As her, when thus from Ab'lard torn ; 

But what can separation do 

When love unites so warm a two ? 

When admiration's so absorbed, 

Cupid resistless reigns uncurVd,— 

It actually adds oil to fire. 

And quite increases the desire, — 

Tending more firmly to unite, — 

And e'en a coward prompts to fight ! 

Conquering diiSculties great, 

Aye, e'en the very will of fate ! 

Hence, servant girls are sold and bought. 

And garden walls, jump'd o'er, as nought,^-^ 

Letters, rope ladders, and disguises, 

Are 'listed in Love's enterprizes, 
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And thousands more of such vagaries^ 

Meant to take in the old unwaries,— 

Our comic plays and farces tell 

These tricks astonishingly well : 

If Argus once, with hundred eyes, 

Could not retain his (^hahnin^ prize, 

Then bow cttn two, or even fo/tir, 

Prevent the op'ning of the door. 

And letting out as fleet as wind 

" The bird in yobder cage confln'd ?*' 

Hence love inspires a wiliness. 

That's quite reverse to sillidess^ 

And shews, he was not — by his dittiples 

E'er cut at BAiTBttSBA— for simples ! 

Now Ab'laRd did his best endeavour 

To win maid Agaton t* his fa^ouf, — 

« 
But he, alas ! was much too handsome 

To get her aid without some ransom, — 

Miss PoTiPHAR, (or I much miss her), 

Wanted our Abb fL lard to kiss her ! 

Nay more, she plainly told him so — 

But he, like Josbph, answered. No ! — 

For which our DaniIibs think he was 

An anifnal they call ati ass : 

— She was a bold and dashing girl. 
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Whose raven hair was all in curl, — > 
—Brown, and with features regular, 
Above the common run, — ^by far. 
Could lisp, and prattle. pleasant stuff, 
Had wit at will, and tongue enough. 
Of confidence, as good a share 
As any maid in Grosvenor Square, 
Who're never tongue-tied, — ^for in womaD 
This imperfection is not common ! 
And, what should not at all surprise. 
She had a pair of sparkling eyes,— 
All fit in truth t' inspire a passion, 
^not another were in fashion ; 
But he that ever truly lov'd^ 
Saw other beauties quite unmov'd. 
And though their glories on him blaze. 
He's dead to all their taking ways; 
Such is the pow'r of prepossession. 
Especially— >when in possession : 
He met alone this Abigail, 
And told his sad intreating tale, 
Begg'd she would just convey a letter, — 
If aid an interview, — ^still better ! 
— ^Now, if you will but try, you may,— 

" A will can always find a way,*' — 
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Then offered her five Lauig d^cfSy 
At night t' admit him within doors^ 
Judge Abbillard's suq)rise, that gold 
No influence had on one-^«o bold,— 
That the sure passport to all hearts. 
All tongues, all praises, and all parts ! 
That helps a man to get to Rome, 
And buy a jpardon from his doom 
In th* other world,— -and even here 
Makes him*respeetable and dear! 
' For if in purse you should be poor, 
You're poor in fpirtt— that be sure ! 
Say a man's poor-— and you say all, 
Each runs from him*— like rotten wall 
Ready on their kind heads to fall : 
If ye are poor your neighbours hate ye, 
If poor yet wwe,— all critics at ye ! 
If you complain both you and I know, 
Complaint's in vain as to Cui Bono ! 
— Cash had no influence on this maid,-— 
Turning her black eyes up, she said, 
Smiling^-and smirking of her head, — 
** Put up your money, sir ! for I know 
" I value not your ready rhino ; 
'' Wealth tempts me not, for lo ! each night 
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'^ An abbot riph entreats my flight |-^ 

'' (Fm not like Pharaob's kine so kan^ 

^' Who eat Ofi all the fat kin&-^clean 1) 

^^ A powerful courtier too makes tender^ 

** And trie? muoh, hut I won't surrcoderi-^ " 

" And a young officer beside, 

** Who ev'ry night this way wiU ride,4-T- 

'^ Pray, what but love could bring him here, 

" He knows I've not ten popnds a year? — 

<< Nor epaulettes, nor sparkling ore, 

'^ Shall weap me froncny conqueror i" 

— And as old oaks don't fall at one blow, 

More of he^ olaok she meant should soon flow 

•9 

Looking: up then sp very langmh 
To ABBiLLABb, who felt touch anguis^ 
(Unfortunately it miss'd fire, 
Quite contrary to her desire,) 
Seeing her drift quite plain enQUgb» 
But willing to avoid such stuiF, 
And as a blow with vacant word 
Strikes deeper than ^ blow with swiurdu 
Said, " R'ally — I understand you not !'• 
" Indeed pray where then are your wits got ? 
^' A man of gajlantry and sense^ 
Might make it out, without pretence, 
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*^ I love you dearest Abbillard ! 
'^ And can you think it very hard 
'^ To spare somewhat from Hbloisj^ ? 
'^ See me ! imploring on my knees, 
** Oh ! do not spurn me by rej^ection ! — 
'^ A second place in your affection 
*' Will do for me ; see my distress, 
" And try for once to make it less,-*- 
'^ My love's so great, it quite quadruples 
" All your unfashionable scruples. — 
'^ A prudent man should have a many, 
** And not so stick to one, — a zany ! 
" That, if tliat one should fail, — ^why then^- 
" He's got to look about again." — 
— ^And then to check him in replying, 
Commenced a sudden fit of crying; 
Here ended this pert am'rous minx. 
Less of a woman than a sphinx : 
— ^As for her virtites, being wise. 
She kept them hid from other eyes, 
Lest, by much using of them, they 
Might get thread bare, and wear away : 
— Of all we've read, wherever plac'd. 
We never witness'd such a taste ; 
To share th' aflFectioos of a man 1 — 
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And in this bold audacious plan^ 

By Jove ! it fills us with amaze, 

The girl should have such daring ways ; 

Besides, it almost makes one burst 

To find a woman shew love^r^f. 

Which must be deem'd quite strange behaviour. 

Rarely bestow*d on man — ^this favour, — 

— At least it never was with me. 

Nor is it likely now to be, — 

Such is my great humility, 

For I've not blooming health in plenty, 

* 

Such as I had, at two and twenty ! 
Some may suppose our hero ponder'd-*- 
As naturally he must have wonder'd 
At such address, no ! unlike Paris 
On Ida's mount,-^he'd no vagaries, — 
Comparing beauties for the moment. 
Which gave to Troy such world of torment. 
— There are — ^whose love is all a smother 
For one — until — he finds another, 
Then dotes on her, — ^until he sees 
Et hanCf et illamf et omnes ! 
^^His trial was in some degrees. 
Like the good choice of Hercules ; 
Wretch would he be, if he'd deserted 
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His LoDBT, or his love perverted] 
For such intriguing chamhermaid. 
This very bold and artful jade. 
Of virtue, shadow of a shade ! 
Oh, no 1 oar Hero staid no longer, 
Feeling disgust to grow much stronger, — 
. For he was struck, and much amaz'd — 
And gaz'd and star'd — and star'd aod gaz'd: 
He'ad in " Ecclesiastes" beard, 
la verse the fifth of chapter third, 
" There is a time for folks t' embrace, 
" And a time not,'.' — this was his case ; — 
—Coolly walk'd off, and left her clack,— 
Bat as he went, on locJiibg hack. 
He saw her biting of her nails, 
A common trick when io^c fails, — 
Though Horace thinks they are good proof. 
Study has not been ke" ' - ' - - ' 
There is in Love amaz 
Since women love or 1 
— ^To shew, can any ei 
What's a rejected won 
Invention ! like Proc: 
Obestss' furies in her head ! 
A Chanc'ry suit, — mere sugar-candy '■ 
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To sleep in adders' nests-^the dandy ! 
Compar'd to that ! — the inquisitiq« 
Is kindness all^ sans disquisition. 
Tortures we fall in love with — smack. 
And charitably hug the rack I 
To go through fiery ordeal,— 
Is mere child's play-^to what's more real 
Promethean vultures that keep gnawing. 
Are pleasures well worth the enjoying ! 
The stone of Sisvphus, W^fd Clill 
Clout'vS famws patent cricket ball. 
The poison'd shirt, that enter'd in 
Some herb 'a frame through pores of skip,- 
Which after wasVd (as stpry tells) 
Deprived the laundress of her nails, 
I'd say IS superfine Coleraine, 
With cambric frill of finest grain, 
(Such as our gentry smuggle o'er 
Retmning from legit'mate shore). 
With dandy collars in high freaks 
Hiding the sunshine of their cheeks ! 
— And Ixion's wheel, we must declare 
A roundabout at Pbckham Fair— 
Compar'd to any she rejected ! 
See flashes in her eyes reflected '• 
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In that same *^ o<le to th' Goy.^n^^s^'' 
More innocent apd jpUy fvp, 
Than that reveoge now j^t begun, 
Which AoATOK the maid conoeiv'd^ 
Finding her suit »o HI receiv'd j 
She straight went homewiQrd tP hisir sp^ter^ 
And for th' affront^ she walk'd pnueb fftster 
Than ever yet she did befiwre,*— • 
For very spite her kid gloves tore, — 
If we might more describe her trot, 
^was swift as balls from cannon shot ; 
Finding old square-toes in the study^ 
Stern, gloomy, sulky, dark, and muddy, 
Reveal'd proposals Ab. had made. 
Who'd tried so muoh to buy her aid,-^ 
But didn't reveal what she had ofier'd. 
And how her love to him was proffer'd. 
But flatly told her master, soi^se I 
He'ad tried to be about her house. 
Which soon as was old Pullbert told, 
That Ab« att^ck'd her copy-hold. 
He swore most hugely, that's the truth, — 
Look'd mighty fierce, and froth'd at mouth,- 
Yet vow'd she was a faithful servant. 



220 

And this declar'dj uncommon fervent, 
Begg'd her to keep a sharp look out. 
And with her lynx eyes stare about ; 
— ^Duenna like, she mounted guard. 
The doors and lower windows barr'd. 
Then, like some servants, that have been- 
For ever at the window seen 1 — 
And mischief got in high perfection ; 
For, under such most wise direction. 
The devil then in truth's to pay, 
Morning, noon, and night, and day. 
Lost Abeillard was sore perplex'd, 
By Locjby's absence so much vex'd — 
Applied unto her singing master. 
Stating the whole of his disaster. 
And lest this Orpheus should be cold. 
Clapped in his hand a purse of gold. 
Which has such strange prevailing way 
As ministers and authors say ; — 

For, when the fiddler heard his tale, 
He jump'd as brisk as bottled ale. 
Making the proverb good with speed, 
'' A friend in need's a friend indeed '" 
Fiddlers, like Cupid, we oft find. 
Are represented as stone-blind. 
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By consequence^ they never blush 
Whene'er their virtue's put to th* push ! 
— ^No crimson fiush'd our postman's iace, 
Yet he'ad good eyes in th' usual pkce ; 
He promis'd to convey a letter, 
Pray, who could do the needful better ? 
We quite admire this man of spirit, 
Who'd not be blind to so much merit ; 
— ^Ab. in a letter made appointment. 
And, to prevent a disappointment. 
Told her he'd pass the garden wall 
That very night, — or after fall 
Of evening, somewhere near that time,*— 
And with rope ladder o'er he'd climb ; - 
They met accordingly i'th' grove, 
' Sacred to their nocturnal love, — 
For if love's put to this sad shift. 
Why, any place must give a lift ! 
I wish I could describe the scene. 
It was so charmingly serene; 
Scarce a breath stirr'd the night-capt ilow'r% 
And yet, they shed their fragrant pow'rs 
In gentle zephyrs here and there. 
And wanton'd with the midnight air ; 
There was a moon, — ^but Cupid bid 
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Its light behind dark clouds be hid; 

Thert ttere some stars, but ure ean*t say 

Whether they turn'd their eyes away 

In modest sytnpathy,-^^r not ; 

— ^The weather,— ^neither cold nor hot,-— 

Even the fishes, white and red, 

Had seemingly retir'd to bed,-^ 

For none jump'd up, as oft we see, 

As much's to say— you can't catch me ! 

And all the singing feather'd choir 

Appeared, as if they didn't respire ; — 

— ^All except one, sweet Philombl, 

Richer in tone than opVa swell ! — 

On that calm night, (so runs the tale), 

Appear'd-— not one Scotch nightingale ! 

(Which country folks still call an owl), 

Or screech'd with its terrific howl ; 

Oh ! that we had the Lakish pow*r 

To dwell on owls !- — for half an houi"; 

Like them, rake up our ready wit 

In thymes to their shrill hote, " Tee wMt /" 

Ope genius- flodd gates to the fidiW 

Of their most mournful cry — ^^ Oho-o-ol*' 

But since we have rtot tlrtie, nor pow'r, 

We'll only sayi that at such hour 
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All that in earthy sky, rivers are, 
Seem'd to have said, " Good night !*' to care : 
Oh ! that stich stillness, and such calm, 
Might shed o'er mind of man its balm-**- 
Dispense its healing pow'r to those. 
The slaves of ev'ry passion loose, — 
, Their blood in fever-heat, allay 
By virtue's intellectual sway, 
Which only stills the ev'ry rage 
Read of in life's sad blotted page, — 
Making an honest man by far 
Above a king ! or emperor ! 
See chapter two, and verse thirteen, 
Ecclesiastes' — satire keen ! 
— Here were the pair midst yew trees green, 
(As in Saint John's I've often seen), 
Affording them the wish'd-for screen ; 
Lovers ! imagine what embraces. 
When they both/e2t each other's faces, 
Nox comcia sola est, id« e. 
It was almost too dark to see } 
But all our joys are mix'd with sorrow,-**- 
Gladly he would have stayM till m(wrow, — 
But — ^when he heard her sigh, or say— 
" Dear Ab ! I'm in the family way," — 
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How shall we picture his dismay ? 

His heart indeed was almost broken. 

To hear how dismally 'twas spoken. 

But still her case she told outright, — 

T' avoid poor " EfBe Deans's" fright ! 

Now only think of bis distractions, 

The consequence of hb rash actions^ — 

— At any rate, no time should be 

Lost in this sad emergency, — 

Ridiculous to stand debating. 

While they might here be caught a prating^*- 

That instant they resolvM t' elope 

By aid of ladder of said rope, — 

She left the canon's house, and then 

They straight departed to Bretagn£, 

To Ab'lard's sister in that town, 

A clever woman we must own. 

Who being prepar'd for her reception. 

And in whose soul lurk'd no deception.; 

In th' usual time th' accouchement 

Took place, so christen'd by the Ton, 

Whether like fam'd Tom Bradbury, — 

A preacher and a humourist — ^he — 

As. straight dropt down upon his knee. 

In sympathetic way to please her, 
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The lovely groaning Heloisa, 

When pangs of parturition came, 

And laid upon himself the blame. 

Begging her pardon for the same,^ 

Vowing he was the guilty cause,— 

Or — said he'd not repesLtfaux»paa/ 

— ^Not one old parchment ]bas displayed ;— 

It's possible, — ^the ink might fade ! 

But Bradbury did always so, 

To MisTRBss Brabb'ry — ^when in woe, — 

Which shews he was a kind, good creature. 

And of a most considerate nature ; 

However — Louby's brought to bed, ' 

And, as her Abeillard has said. 

Gave to the world a young Apollo, 

Whom, (as the story we must follow). 

They christen'd soon, without much fuss. 

By curious, name. Astro lab os ! 

—What fine revenge on Fullbbrt, this. 

And AoATON, deceitful miss. 

One would suppose that he'd gone mad. 

He really then took on so sad. 

The wits he had all took French leave. 

Like NioBB the fellow'd grieve ! 

In fact, it gave a just occasion 

Q 
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Much to suspect more near relation } 

—So my wife's watch'd a beef*steak pie 

Sent to our friend the baker's, nigh. 

Whose honesty ccm let alone 

The counted pieces, — all bat one ! 

Hence proverb rose 'mong low and high, 

" He has a finger in the pie 1"^ — 

And thus, by metaphor we guess, 

(For Fdllbeut never would confess). 

No more he unqle t' Hmu>i»E, 

Than I am like to Hbrculbs ! 

He was her parent, there's ao doubt. 

Why did not he avow it— rout ? 

Not that, his feeling so much woe 

At Heloisa's acting so, 

Exactly prov'd this fact, oh, no ! 

Witness the CouKVJBfis Macclbsfibld. 

To her own bowels did she yield ? 

Did she not Savage persecute 

Both night and day ?-t.th' unnatural brute ! 

A loYe child too by LolaD John Rivssrs, 

Who ne'er from either (goi ten ^livens j-^- 

We just now call'd tay lady irftte, 

Alas ! the simile don't suit !^ 

For beasts will fondle o'er tbeir yom^. 
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Proiride them food^ and fight as long 
For their protection^ until death. 
If woiii!Hled9 niourn till latest breath. 
We've often thought " Visions in Hbll, 
' Just in Que VE do's way^ would seller-* 
Or, i£ there is a puTgat(»ry, 
As Catholics still tell the story, 
(For Matthsw Paris knew one man , 
Who wentj and then returned again. 
Sir Owen was his name, and he 
Dwelt in Saint Patrick's porg'tory !) 
A limbo kind of vacuum, . 
Where they obtain viaticum. 
As Hamlet's glaring ghost doth tell. 
And Claudio, in " King John," as well, 

— ^After the burning and tbe purging 
In a strange kind of oxygen. 

They penance undergo, which yields 

A passport to th' Elysian fields ; 

(Pray'rs for repose, — without a joke, 

Should be for all the living folk, 

Not for the dead, who are so quiet, 

But, for those bustling here in riot I) 

We say, 'twould well be t' ascertain 

How hypocrites e'en then might feign, 
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How Ugolino's murd'rer spies 

That Count's starv'd fam'ly's hollow eyes. 

How Colonial Chartres, slave of pimps, 

Shuos a seraglio— of imps ! 

How Cathbrine of Medicis 

Bears the dread taunt, and look, and hiss. 

She of some thousands now must rue 

For Mass'cre of Bartholomew ! — 

Whether the cause she took a pride ii^ 

Will save the purgatorial hiding. 

E'en after all the holy masses 

That Queens pay for to knavish asses. 

Inquisitors, black and white friars. 

With shoals of other holy liars. 

Who requiems sing, reposing strains. 

To wipe away foul murder's pains, 

W*ho ever were and will be after 

Washing out sins with holy water, — 

Aided by relics, shrines, and beads, — 

But, if in limbo aught succeeds. 

As amulets, or benedictions, — 

Or, whether these are truths, or fictions. 

No traveller unto that bourn 

Has told the tale, — or did return : — 

I think Kate's found, or I'm mistaken. 
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That was no way to — save her bacon ! 

Whilst living here in vale of tears, 

For sixty or for seventy years, 

It's not worth while to go on so. 

And make a horrid bed of woe ; 

Sure, murdering for religion's sake. 

Shall make e'en bloody bigots quake ! 

For all the best wine ever drank, 

Nor all the sovereigns in the bank. 

Nor CouTTs' strong chest, with all that's in it. 

Will save one's life a single minute i 

How chop-fall'n now is Jddge Jetfribs ! 

No more comes forth unjust decrees, 

Urg'd with his foaming, boiling rage. 

Blotting so deep judicial page ;— 

(He, as Grainger says, ^* that murder'd 

" 'Stead of justice having further'd,") 

Now mock'd, insulted to the core, — 

Methinks, I hear the madman roar ! 

And faith 'twould gratify my ears,— 

For, if there's one in lower spheres. 

Whose temper should not thus so rail, 

Tis him who holds aloft the scale ! — 

Who should be cool, impartial, calm, 

And not like ************* warm ! 
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— How Agrippina^ Nero's mother^ 
Who took to poison, stab, and smother, 
All who oppos'd her dire ambition,'^-* 
To see what kettle of fish she^B in ! 
Who crimm'd with Lepidus, her cousin, 
And other Romans, full a dozen. 
Married her uncle Claudius ; 
In fact, she'd wed a Trojan horse. 
If her ambition could be granted, 
For wealth, et cet<?ra, she so panted ; 
However Nero, devil's darling ! 
Soon sent her out of this world, snarling y 
But here we rest, — not following Dantb, 
Though our materials ure not scanty ; 
Yet — as we'd turn to recent times, 
Perhaps the law might call such, crimes ! 
And th^n by Shi^pparo's ex ofljcio. 
To prison pelt-away we should go,^-^ 
For that is now constru'd a libel, 
Which is as perfect truth as Bible ! 
And ev'ry mode crown lawyers do in. 
Suspected men tLey're sure to Miin,*^ 
If one's found guiky~fine and prison ! 
And if acquit ted,~<5osts hare risen ? 
Perhaps totth' tune of hundred poutid^, ' 
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Making th' acquitted roar out — ^Zounds ! 
So that if Sylla we escape. 
We're forc'd into Cuarybdis leap ; 
— Our Hero's gentle disposition 
Reproach'd him with his acquisition, — 
As — inuendo sort of treason ! — 
Robbing an old man of his niece, 
Whose griefs would seemingly ne'er cease. 
For his misfortunes felt a pity; 
Repairing then to Paeis city, 
He call'd on Fdllbbrt in the momiag, 
Such hateful ligitation scorning ; 
Dear Sir ! (said he), why do you rave so. 
Acting FuLLBBRTO furioso ? 
Fm but a man and nothing more ! 
Sure, thousand instances of yore 
Prove in those annals the old tale. 
That greatest sages are but frail, — 
Who, when in sea of love are swimming. 
Are but the sport of pretty women J 
They know, — (as for their rules a rush I) 
<< A bird in hand's worth two in bush !" 
He only then may throw a stone. 
Who never lov*d, but kt't atone : 
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I wish your vengeance to appease^ 
And willj as soon as e'er you please, 
Marry your ward, and my LouisB ! 
But mind, it must be done most snugly. 
And then the fact will not look ugly ; 
FuLLBERT on this, (as oft the case is), 
^ Covered our Hero with embraces. 
Protested reconciliation. 
And giving then his consentation 
To marry off his ward in secret, 
And now no longer need he fret. 
But what a rogue was here in grain ! 
For — ^lie was plotting endless pain, — 
Ix)ok'd on his dagger as his friend. 
To aid him in some bloody end, 
dool as Iago in " Othello,'' 
Worse than that Zanga, cruel fellow ! 
Who so made good Alphonso bellow, — 
To Ab'Lard, who didn't now merit 
That sad reward, — so doom'd t' inherit : 
There are some men, to make amends. 
Shake hands together, and are friends, — 
That is, as to the outward shew. 
But inwardly they are not so ! 
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So water turns to ice, and then 
Ice into water tarns again : — 
— For he was acting like a man,— 
Resaming steps into Bretagnb, 
Hence to bring baek his Hbloisa, 
And thinking — ^how it would so please her. 
Avowing that he'ad made it up 
With uncle, that cross*grainM old pup ! 
And hop'd she would not think it hard 
Hence to be call'd H. Abeilii^rd, 
— ^Not wishing her good fame to scare, - 
But make her legal/emme couverte! 
And henceforth take from off her head 
All chance of writs, or capias made, 
Which law polite, (without a fib). 
Visits on him who weds his rib, — 
Takes off her lawful debts, and he 
Becomes responsible for she / 
This is the only case, (that I know). 
Where law confounds not, — ^for the rhino. 
Both his own frictid, as well as own foe Im- 
proving, old scriv'ners had 'some pride 
In taking of the ladies' side. 
But now, — they pluck both quick and dead. 
The single, well as those who've wed, — 
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( Why^ if your pocket shoukl be ptck'd^ 
By law's obliging ways yeai're trick'd 
Out of mat^ caahy — besides good time. 
In prosecuting for the crime !) 
Having no feelings e'er to smother. 
Like gamesters prey on one another; 
Who dives into a lawyer's purse ? 
Whoe'er made lawyers reimburse ^ 
But we- crave pardoiy-^we're digressing, — 
True ! yet we cannot help confessing 
It h indeed a theme prolific, 
Like all their adion^— so pacific !— 
For all the wigs in legal hall, 
Seem bound to keep the peace, yet brawl. 
And should you kick them for their Jati?, 
They'll take the blows, — ^and take the law ! 
— But what they lose, or what they gain. 
Has never yet disturb'd my brain, — 
Let others heed such broils and bustles. 
Who better ean command their muscles^ 
What pleasing visions fiU'd Ab/s soul. 
When he should have her cheek by jowl I 
Which, though a very vulgar saying. 
Means, there's no dread of a way-ktying 
No Usi'iiiDg to who's coming up stains, 
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PeepiDg and prying into aiFairs j-^ 

No intercepted letters-«-4readed^ 

No pistols fl^h'd with balls well leaded^—- 

No getting over garden walls. 

Which sometimes hs^ve produced great fiills>— 

No rival at the comer find. 

Disturbing so one's jeakms inind,— - 

No ! ev'ry thing one longq for, — hopes. 

All plain before ye — without tropes ; 

Like to a sumptuous repast 

After a long and wearied iast. 

As even aldermen do shew. 

When plac'd in Guildhall^u a row, 

O'er turtle, venison, and potation. 

Just to keep up the corporation I 

Who have not yet felt longings come 

For pheasants* tongues, and cocks' red comb, 

As once did epicurean dab. 

Whose name I think was — Heliogab. 

— Like to a comfortable bed 

After a toilsome journey led, — 

Like glee of beilifi^ when he spies 

A half-pay officer, his prize,— ^ 

Like to a member of the house. 

For seven whole years as snug as mouse,-— 
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Saffirage avaiutt ! trienoial dieiams ! 

Still flow the rich septennial streams. 

Dearer than Pactolus to some, 

WhoVe unprovided sons at home ! 

-*Like a good sinecure, (we say), 

That lasts us all our livelong day, — 

All these poor figures that we find 

T express that happiness of mind. 

We here annex to the possession, 

Sought weary, long, in each profession, — 

A consummation greatly wish'd. 

Long angled for,— but now ji^st fish'd^ 

Who's wise by day may dote at night, 

So far-fam'd Machi avel did write : — 

All these ideas may explain 

Our Abbillard quite free from pain; 

His troublous voyage now is o'er. 

He reaches the long wish'd-for shore. 

And though the ship's dull rocking feels. 

The haven's land all sickness heals ; 

So 'twas indeed with Abeillard, / 

As journied he his love toward,*- 

He knew th' apostle once did tell. 

How " He that marrieth doth well ;" 

Our Bishop Nbwton " Vow'd his wife 
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*^ Much mare than answer'd (through his life) 

" The warmest of his wishes/* far. 

So like one shining at the Bar, 

Whose name to give, might raise a pucker. 

In vegetable terms we say, she's saeker ! 

—And though canonicate he'd lose, 

For that he did not care ten sous ; 

In fact, like others he was sick 

Now to become a Benedick, 

Averse. to Malthus' theoraiion. 

To " answer th' end of his creation," 

Who somehow, — as by hook or crook. 

Has made a learn'd but useless book. 

Not half so good as that by Harti.by, 

Who wrote on man and mind so stnartly. 

— ^And though he need not wed mistress, 

That yielded not the least distress : 

Some blazers in these blazing days 

Have really the oddest ways, — 
For they'll another's mistress wed, 

And take her to his lawful bed ! 
Now, — if he'ad married off his own 

He knows he likes, as deeds have shewn, — 

—But it is rather vent'rous game 

To put up with another's flame I 
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Like FliiciVAM; vre*ve told hid << Rescrtfeg"' 
To wed, which instantly involves. 
For better or for worse, thfe fate 
Of many a John and loviiig Kat^,*— 
And, as it now ^ws rather lat^,— 
Aurora is the skies adorning. 
Or in plain English, it gets morning. 
Cheering the hearts of those with light. 
Whose conscience cah*t well bear the' night, 
A race whose own reitections fret ^em. 
As some I know, — / don*t forget 'em, 
— ^We beg to say we are most truly. 
Or, as some say, (yw most untruly), 
Your most obedient — ^by this hand. 
And bfumble servant to command ! 



END OF CANTO VII. 



ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 
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CANTO VIII. 



ARGUMENT. 

The Aathor, (ia gallant undress), makes a most i^goroos address to 
high and low, all sorts of people, at bar, on guard, on board, 'bout 
steeple, how to avoid step faUt — the first ! which in the end proves 
so accurst, and if they'll follow his advice, they shall be righted in a 
triqe ; he proves, whatever else is thought fit no wit was ever yet 
like ftoughi wit, — and e'er some folks had found this prize out, they'd 
star'd a dozen pair of eyes out.-— Those may think this a salmagundi, 
vix. such wbo're pray'4 for ev'ry Suiiday, with whose great virtues 
high dis^'d pages of Quartbrlt are fill'd, — but, if he hurts or 
goose or gander, toss him in flames like salamander, for never yet 
was in his pate ^'* malice, or aught extenuate," — though he admits, 
straight on he stalks, and strikes at reeds as well as oaks, but any 
one may see his stroke, ends pleasant as a harmless joke, — for, in re- 
viewing what's been printed, Apollo came, and this point hinted,—- 
but then, says Pol, my little man ! they will not take away your 
pen, which is as good as Turkish cannon, or Prince's bomb, 'tween 
this and Shannon !— >Here, A3Eillard to Heloisa proposes wedlock 
just to please her,-vin other words, to make affiance, or (if yoa like) 
holy alliance ! — her speech should fly from Thames to Po ! for poz^ 
she boldly answer'd. No ! Her arguments against that state, (though 
'gainst our will), we here narrate, — and which Ab.'s sister falls to 
backing, for which she merited a thwhacking ! — and yet — it seems a 
Romish priest was disallow'd a wedded feast, — ^but if a luncheon or 
a snack prasent itself, — he's no way back ; — hence then, the author 
speaks on winking, or (as some people call it) blinking, or others say 
** thinks I to self,"— -when ears and eyes are laid on shelf ! — and, as 
he's always quite straight forward, hating all Jesuit ways untoward, 
— he speaks his mind — as here be may— wishing kind readers all. 
Good day ! 



ABEILLARD ^ HEL6iSA. 



CANTO VIII. 

XxEAR me^ ye husbands^ and ye {overs ! 

Te who are faithful^ and ye rovers 1 

And ye who are celibiate^ 

Tempting the very will of fate ! 

And take my counsel, if you choose it»— 

K not, you're welcome to refuse it ; 

Hear me, ye dutchesses and dukes, 

Whether ye pigeons are, or rooks. 

For on my life 'tis so reported, 

Cards, Pharao, and the bones, you've sported, 

For a duke's wife or darling^^ — ^hight, 

Lost seventy thousand in one night. 

Hear me all too, noble marqomses ! 

Some whom I know avoid the blisses 

R 
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At liome of march'ness', your wives, 
«— No wonder th* out-door wench so thrives ! 
Hear me ! ye viscounts, and ye earls ! 
And all your ladies deck'd in pearls ; 
Lords, bafons^aod beef-eaters bpise. 
Baronets, and gold sticks in place ! 
For courtly chronicles do say. 
One lord is caflM gold stick to-day^ 
Next a plenipotentiary. 
All ye in high life, tbfdugh Oiis'land, 
Who own gi'eat houses — ^west of Strand,-^ 
For you tbes^ moral strains are made. 
Not that we wish ^buir fktilts t' upbriaiid,-^ 
We leave that to your household chttplaid, 
Who undertakes ibSls t>aid-fbr gm^|llti^ 
And as we st^d the IXjkb op Yovk 
Has se v'ral ' ofth^m ^dw at 'WCJfrk, 
Giving his hijgbnesis' sms^a jog. 

So unlike BasAN, or KiKG'Oe,T- 

It counts for all the R**** biddcfy^' 

IBe'ng greater'f(tr>«bfm Sir 4P&iiu'6tBNa^ ! 
Oh! hear me, HlliOfeWB^aiper tribes t' 
Not yet boti^bt up by t - n y bHjbea^ ^ 
ParCiculaffy ^* MohniKg Po«fiv*' - 
With cardfaial vlrtutis^ — 80<}h a'bostJ 
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Also, yitupecftte ^'<Co0a«BR/* 

To elegance aad >truth so dear ! 

Besides, the wond^rous evetiiog Son^ 

That m^^ when its namesake's done, 

Echoof ather'$ scum, or fun ! 

Hear me I lye Quartbrlt ABViBWfiBS ! 

So like our mnQ'faoturiDg brewers. 

Who ev'ryweek,--r*(we think 'tis Mondaf)> 

Mix up theijr pwdous sdlmagandi| 

And call it tfaal^ ^ ^l\ it thk. 

Or any thing-rbut whatsit is I 

The last, they've really christen'd ^' Beer/" 

Which shotild be gbod^*-^it's mighty dear. 

So mwh^o, .1^ ofmt b^topatent 

To drink with meals pure element. 

The first, is yclep'fi ^^ ^ jEleview," 

Got up C^***5e, €*♦***<> .too, 

— Faith, any anti-Jac. will dol 

Such as one S?******, renegacb ! 

Putting ip mind of Gboff. GAMr«Ai>o, 

Making such -sad wry Aoes at us, 

Because he'as got the couit hialAis, 

" All konoarablemen;" I wot, ^ 

Whose horses' heads in walk, or trot, > 

Towards St. James's now aie got ; \ 
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Hear us^ ye Eidinburgh Reviews^, 

Who poke so into r**** stews^ 
Turniog some statesmen inside out^ 

Tickling St. St ^n's rabble ro«t ! 

•—As from Bob. Mbux's vat, a torrent 
Rushes forth most prodigious curiieDt, 
And roaring with a thundering force, 
B^ars down in its impetuous course 
Oysters, pickled salmon, fonnel. 
Sending all that into the kennel, 
Besides the walls, and all in't's way. 
As his beer did the other day ; — 
So these reviews each other jostle. 
And 'tween 'em make a dreadful bustle. 
Viz. authors hectic, who are hourly 
Basting one another "purely $ 
Between these wise death-doing men, 
Arm'd with fell weapons, tongue and pen J 
And use of fair words, foul words too 
Are us'd, when good words will not do ; 
For those that will thus write away. 
The devil soon roust be t6 pay. 
-—Hear us ! in foct, iall sorts of people. 
Whether brought up to bar, or steeple, 
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Or to the militaiy line^ 
Where oaxoomfas. strut, and dandies shine. 
With hussar's whiskers oo their lips, . 
' Though soine.appear to have the pips ; 
Or those -who stand t'.our wooden walls, 
Defiance bid to storms and balls, — 
And ever may. our glorious navy 
Still make our!foes roar out peccavi,— 
Daring the battle. andthe breeze, 
And reign, still mistress of the seas. 
—E'en if brought upmercantilely. 
Swearing Bond oaths at custo^is slily. 
Or if you're e'en a notary 
Bringing^.your bills at night, — ^to pay. 
With slips of paper— -on the borders. 
Thus wrote on, " Not at home/' " No orders* '^ 
Hear me ! once more I must entreat. 
All ye who dwell in square or street. 
Or lane, or close, row, court, or alley, 
And whensoever forth ye sally. 
Deign in this case to be my readers \ 
Vot had I th' eloquence; of pleaders 
In King's Bench, or the Common Pleas, 
(Men who say what they're told for fees), 
I'd ring for ever in your .ears 
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How to avoid those sigbf( (and iSM($f^ 

Is nevet actually itttriev*d/*i^ 
Whether'liy'Womaii^ or hymmki* 
ForM M eoiltes wt&in myf»kD>t^ ' .^ 

For hadst-tboQ ewsn SiAAiFSON*s'Miff, 
With face of Assaloh so fair. 
All Cua^usi" weahb, and MIlo-s 9lmDgt&| 
And SoLOMWW's fine iMit at feiigth 5 
All Nestor's wi6d(nn, Groifis'' i?hig. 
E'en Tuiit**!^ eloquence Wd flails 
Into the scale, with CissAR's valoiar> 
Still what we've said will plainly foUoW^ 
Which is,^ one blasted taildew'd ear 
Will taint each wholesome blade that^s dcefr. 
*^If what at the banning done 
Was good, if not, thtn left ahne , 
I've nought, to sa j-444»iit if si alip 
Either iti oonduot, or from, lip^ 
In gallivanting^ talkipg, writBigy-^ 
Fve taken pains to put yon right in, 
By demonst^ion to yotur views f 
Nor let yodi* c^Mscience noW refiise^ « 
Th6Ugh it " makes cowArds'of rs all^ 
And though the native hue may fa]I| 
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^' Of resolatipQ ^icUie4 o'cTj^ 
*^ With pale f^id dowjficast eyes on floor,- ' 
To lis^^ tQ tlpi' ^dvJicip of i^iepd^ 
And he'll jpstri^l ypa how %o meodj, 
And though yoii^'ve ]i(iad^ ^ bad begiii^ijiiQg,, 
Taking yoi]ff p^f^sare-^-^Ufs^-f-s^pning^ 
rtl waiTM^ sojon w^'U qi^ good ending^, 
If yop ^trs^ink th«9e $^ajn^ wprllv tepdiiiig. 
— « Oh, tell ^ mm Gafh i*' tbfj stoijr. 
Which /am bouind to lay lieibre y^rrr 

'' Nor publish it iiv Askfikw J'' . 

For tlie ]^iilastiiies' jdaA^bt^Jiis' fm;. 

Would any inotial man cobc^re .- 

That HB^oisA shQtfld bdieve, 

It sounded better all ihfcnigfa life. 
The name of mistress !*^\it«ad'o£w%^ 
That tbaa dfav vroxA aU ^rfa aispir^ t<y 
Did to her love fidd aoauch fife to^-^ 
That all the ev^lastiiig waya 
That women uae t' obiim thesq biiys 
Which crown. their glory an4 their hoppur^ 
She should have soeer'd ^t } Fie upw her ! 
Why, whaf a tine sense of 4iops and balls. 
But just to marry otfFour girls 2 
Or be'ng preaofyted at the court i 
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Where beaux magnificent resort,— 

But just so much fair honest game 

To courted be, — and change their name. 

Our trembling muse would have been glad 

Here to think Hbix>I8K stark inad } 

For when our Hero mentioned on 

What pass'd 'tween him and the old cation. 

And told her he had promised marriage. 

To pacify the cross old savage, 

As well f acquit himself oW debt 

He owM to th* fimily,— " and let 

« Our troubles and our trials cease, — 

«« We'll marry. Dear ! and live in peace ;'* — 

All must be 'stonbh'd in perusal, 

He met an, absolute refusal I 

DeclinM Che honour of his hand. 

Yet with a look most kind, though grand. 

As if her purpose were resolv'd, . 

Theirlove should never be dbsolvM 5 

She thought the ceremony made 

One's love into a sort of trade; 

Tried all she could, with reasons nice, 

From taking F0jllbbrt'« stern advice, 

Urg'd wedlock as an endless bond. 

Of which philosophers a'nt fond. 
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And she maintained, most resolate^ 
Study there's none— that's absdlute ! 

" How !" see continued, " won't the eries 

*^ Of children clash with theories * 

** Which sure require tranquillity 

" And peace, as well's ability ? ' - 

^* In married life there's many cares, • - 

<^ A meanness pops in unawares,—^ 

^' Saint Paul, and all the saints beside^ 

** Dissuade ye all from taking bride>— * 

^^ And what a queer association 

" Will hence appear on this occasion,— ~ 

'^ Philosophers and chamber girls, 

<' Cradles and books, and toilets, curb,—* 

*^ Distafis and spindles, desks for writiog, 

" Cbilds' lullabies none can delight in^ 

*' And from my side,— ^11 proof declares,"*— 

" You'd not get up to say your prayers, 

<< When Matin bell, or porters knock, 

" To call you up at five o'clock.*' 

Then, Tcjlly, Thbophrastus, quoted; 

With ingenuity she noted 

Xantippe, wife of Socratbs^ 

One of the female wedded furies^ 

— ^Not those imaginary devils^ 
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Rais'd by mythologf fHrrr-a^ evihf^ 
But one yAo* huA hk^ hotii^^ mi. lit^x 
The CMF$4 of cuDses— ^scol^i^g wife ! 
For scoLdiilig woiqifM^f^Ay dayt . . 
Can drive hpdih friend aod. foe a^W^ ., \ 
As Solomon hiift^lf has s^,-— . ; 
Note of which chapter I've mislaid i 
We find Qurse^y^iSi with wpnd^r fuU^ 
When ftbe coinpar'd with such 'a )tr|il| ! 
Who ife/ai a window did dot miss 
To pour on hnsbanil's head ^S a Twisd^*' 
—The name some frkh ladiea gave 
T' utensils hoMing briny wav^; 
— We sfaovld think Heioito'd loAihe 
T* adopt this noisome shower bath jr— 
Bat she propeeds,r— *^ Do I not ppove 
<< Fd mistress be to th' man I love } 
*' Marriage i^ doubtful in eflfeota^ 
<< My dear I unmarried^ aU our sex 
'' Have ever felt your constancy^ 
" Your boii'r,— ^and what's more — your fancy 1 
<^ Why ! every thing that is so common^ 
'^ Insipid gets to m», or womae ; • 
<< If pleasure's tasted sparingly, 
'^ What gust and reKsh th^ritio He $ 
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« View yonder. noblenMW>s^ffWt, 
« With what palFd appl^tlto VU. e^t ! 
" See ! the rjcb mber o*^ hw fitprcjr^- 
" Why IHetbotfa itstlf ^-r-abpre 1 
^^ Whether 'm health) or^^Mf ait)i, ob love^ 

" Sure 'tJS Aoo evideiU-r-tK^pr^vei . 

'^ How mad therefore to risk a $arfeit« • 

" Our greajtest joys ia fact to fqrfieit,; 

" Troth, if .you see rae ev'ry day, 

*^ You'll see too often, — l^t me ^ay | 

^^ What vahie can you have for favours^ 

<^ Which being your due, mueh rather sQvours 

^^ Xike something of a debt discharg'd, 

" And not like pining bop^^-^nlai'g'd^'-*^' ' 

€( — When rushing to each other's armi^ . 

^^ After those natural alarms, 

" Which ever crowding. are around u% 

^^ Each moixkent threatening to astoond us, 

« We feel that testacy !— nlelight I 

ff Ne'er to be fOUDd in wedlock's plight t - 

« — At first you may not view tbia case, 

" But it would very so6n take placQ : 

" Your repntatbn thrown atvay,-** 

<< A fig for what the wbrld may aay 

^^ As to rm/Belf^ your honour, gloryi 
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« Is a far difPrent Sdrt of story ! 

« Shall I withdraw the brightest star, 

" Philosophy or France e'er saw ? 

" Your quiet, fortune,* thus secur'd, — 

" No matter what / may*ve endurM j— 

« In short,— I will not be your wife 1 

" But your fond mistress all your life ! 

« Had I stentoriat) lungs I'd roar, 

*' I would not wed an emperor f — 

« No lawful marriage should me tempt, 

" From love's dear joys to be exempt, 

«« Which m^ht the case be whien once tied,- 

" That slavish bond I'll e'er deride, 

« The spiritual metamorphosis 

" Of two in one by metem'chosis, 

« ^An imposition full of flaws, 

«* Although enacted by the laWs 5 
« And granted — ^it gives one dignity, 
« I look on't with contempt and pity !-*- 
« Besides my uncle, I well know, 
" Is most implacable to you, 
^ You need not think, because your wife, 
« He'll lay aside his hate and strife." 
I rather think she added too, 

(But this is only, enire fuw) , 
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Doth not the ceremony run 

As if 'twas all a bit of fan ? 

You ^ with your body will me worship/-^ 

Dear I what idolatry in courtship ! 

T\s next t' adoring stock or stone,-— 

For woman's bat a moving one ; 

Is man, alas ! so dull a clod 

To think his lyife a living God ? 

Shall meQ^ who lead the purest lives,^ 

Make common idols of their wives? 

Worshipping women ! .oh be1ov*d ! 

Some roguish wag this phrase has shoved 

Into the pray'r book^ so did move it^ 

I know no Bible text to prpve it, 

— Thus having spoke, the gen'rous creature 

Caird for a glass of wine and water; 

Fve heard a member talk an hour 

In parliament, yet I am sure,--^ 

Nay, on occasion, I would swear it, 

He did not mean so much,— nor near it j 

Yet — ^reader must not once forget 

How we all through, — this matter treat; 

Who holds her up for imitation ? 

Yet — who withholds his admiration !-^ 

As we a comet look upon^ 
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Or heavenly consteftrition, 
Passing by orbs whidi 1c^ appear • 
Inthe'eeiesttarhcriiisphere ; 
We're bouoi ihe wgutoent »to state, 
And with a odmment then dilate. 
Which is unnecessary 'here 

So fortiter in re, appear. 

And suaviter iti wod o - * >  teo/*^ 

What all young couples henoe «ha«ldicb^ 

We say erf Love, (t\)ur credit aave,) 

Marriage ne'er is, nor wav*^e gnnre 5 

And w^ good HvwBK 1 IfaLaiSB make iber 

Perform iSie pttrt df undertaker ? 

A burial, lik«'ftela dje se,— 

In 'this cPMS i»ad, at that highway^— 

Cons igning ' to' the ' narrow house 

Love among nv^dded 'folk^r-imurt *Kma* 

All virtuous «uth0i»' indignatiqii. 

To witness ftiPW het auqb oratiPii> 

Which all seducers now so qucM», 

In languageNUtter'd, wd notes vasot,^ 

When «90ie left-handed tricks they're at. 

To take in some young fcpwle fl^t,, 

Treating with subtle wonfc a|id cmU 

As Eve was tempted by the devU^-— 
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The peijur^d villaiii r(e^^ mJnciing 
That vows ixte saered baths, and bindiiig. 
Alas ! who kiM>ws w^H huitian liatiird, 
Knows mHA to 'be a dhaDg'libg oreaflare ! 
Who'd ctft «he gordwn knot if draW, 
That ties him ibMs flesh M6 blodi, 
After few months, or few yfears revd. 
Playing in fedt tlie 'Yetj tfevJI ; 
Then oloHy tliink 'their «>bty^6dtti6 
Is toisdlieit a difoircc 
FrMi heir, %tibxh tfaey tmrie hUd W long. 
And then^o \v«fl on^ bk^isk md ybutig I 
Hence is Ifbe t;lif(^mmr^ ^^tfdl 
For those at le^st Whb^d b(s abusefol ; 
And when *tfs bthei-Wise, Whjrtti^n, 

r r • 

They're made ftiehappiea(t of men! 
\^y..-H*v<ih the. great Ddgt of Vehioe 
Marries tlie s6a ! tttidlfinfe the seenie is ; 
l!>oe8 withgt'eateei^etBonyfltn:^ 
In Thetis' lap a^Me' ring,-^ 
Whether^e boa^^ll^ittAt^ ^e wedditig 
At night, with ^his'wift ml^re^^-oib^ding, 
Oi- shun' thfe c^tdilng a bad'bild,— 
Grtive histbiy' hks n*rer told ; * 
'Hte ddfes'it^r^tttople's sake. 
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And he that does not wed'8-*-a Rake. 

We mentioned Ab'card had a m\»\^ 

Perhaps Lo0iSw% did enlist her, 

-^We think her evidence sinister; 

Why— IMonysia ! — (that's her name), 

Play such unnat'ral kind of game ? 

She who unmarried was herself. 

Was it her wish to lay on shelf ? 

By running down the married state ; 

We're pos'd to think what she'd be at : 

— She might be looking t' Ab'labj>'s cash. 

Her brother's scheme to thwart, and clash 5 

— She mighX be urg'd by Hbloisb 

In the same suit t' her brother teize : 

Quite at a loss to trace her motive. 

Though '^ give the de'il hb due," we're votive. 

Hear what she said, — ^' My dearest brodier ! 

'^ How can you set up all this bother, 

'^ When none requires your flame to smother ? 

^< But sure your senses all are flit, 

'* And you have taken leave of wit, — 

'* To think of marrying at all ! 

'' What is't you're at ? you. Aave the ^il ! 

** Why, what more can you, want beside? 

*< Will nought content|-- but make her briide ? 
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*' Pray do not start, or look so sour ! 

^^ Think ! what is beauty but a flow'r 1 

^^ Blasted by fits, or dread small pox, 

^^ Or tainted air, that round us flocks ^ 

*^ I dare say, you'll leave o£F these tricks, 

^^ Should you once see her in hystericks, 

*^ Her legs like Angiollini racing, — 

<^ Biting a piece out o' th' blue basin ; — 

*' And when you see her in the vapours, 

" Will you then cut your am'rous capers ? 

« When those fine full eyes shall be sunk, 

*^ Perhaps you then would turn a monk ? 

<^ And all those graces lost for ever, 

« Will you stUl doat dn then ? oh, never ! 

« —Then, learning in a wife ! 'tis shocking ! 

<' Would you contend with a blue stocking? 

<* W-ho, 'stead of stuffing veal with herbs, 

<< Stuffs you with adjectives and verbs ! 

" 'Stead of she and you a turning 

« The spit to keep the meat from burning, 

«' She of the syntax makes a fuss, 

« And propria quae maribus, 

« Quoting parts from Aristotle, 

« 'Stead of bringing the brandy bottle, 

« When brother Canons' doubts are tost in. 
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<< Deep, puzzling points of good Saint Austin, 

^^ AcQCTiNAs, the angelical ! 

" And so on, — ^though — 'tis finicaV— 

^' For doctors of divinity 

^* To be so perfect to a T : — 

" And who in body seem so paflPd, 

'^ Like bag of hops that's over stuflTd^ 

" With noses of the Tyrian.dye, 

" The cause-— we see with half aiieye,*«-> 

*' (One looks so little like^aman, 

*^ I think they've drest a sack of bran f) 

*' And you know^ never wereso nice 

*^ As stay to be entreated twice,— 

" They call, in fact, *tis plainly seen, 

** To take a glass of Hyppocrene ; 

" Whene'er they come, you make a stir, 

** With, Ah ! yoar humble servant, sir ! 

*^ I'm truly glad to sec you here, 

'^ Pray take, (as Cocknies say), a cheer; 

** And oft they cry. D'ye thihk we'll move 

" This dismal night? — not we, by Jove ! 

" What then? if wives talk.at their ease 

<< Of EscHTLUs and Sophoclbs,. 

" Poring all day o'er Greek Schrevelius^ 

*^ Or Ainsworth, Morell^ or^engelius^— • 
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" Who's to look after house afiairs, 

** Or watch the junketing down stairs, 

" Who during this are drunk as sailors, 

" Dancing '^ the Dev'l among the Tailors ?" 

" When you are seeking for soft looks, 

^* She will be criticising books, 

*^ And stuns, ere you the wine she reaches, 

" With tough Demosthenean speeches ! 

" Now Heloisb has not this fault : 

** But, who can say where wives will halt ? 

'* And then to rule ye — ^plead old custom, 

" And they will keep it up too— trust 'em ! 

*^ Be'ng sensible 'tis nothing more 

** Than what their mothers did before j 

i** Did you ne'er hear the proverb tell ? 

" * Give them an inch, they'll take an ell !' 

" Ah, brother ! now you're your own master, 

*^ Beware of this displayed disaster; 

" Marriage, of love — may be the tomb, 

*' And what can dissipate the gloom ? 

** Not all the charms of your Phoenix ! 

" You'll wish yourself acrdss the Styx, 

"Tow'd in old Charon's ferry-boat, 

*^ Or some kind friend would cut your throat, 

** To save the crime of suicide ; 
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" — I really thought you had more pride ! 

" All your preferment in the church 

" Will then be quite left in the lurch ;— 

*^ You have a right to bishoprick^ 

" — ^And by humility and trick, 

^« Like Sextus Fifth, who cheated Nick ! 

^^ Who knows ? a cardinal's hat may come I 

" When you'll be forc'd to go to Roms, — 

" (Still you may have, like them, Boccone, 

" And her, or any other Crony), 

" ^-And then the Popedom is before ye 1 
*^ Think o' th' Pontificat's great glory ! 

" The Tiara and triple crown, 

** That's from St, Peter handed down. 

" — Pray, my dear brother, don't you go, man, 

** To kick preferment down for woman ; 

** — I have not patience, — ^why should you 

" Do otherwise than all now do ? 

*^ For all our holy priests, so racy, 

" Are ever bound to celibacy, — 

" They cannot marry, if they would, — 

*^ Not that they'd marry, if they could; — 
" And our church laws, which are divine^ 
'* Allow t' each priest a concubine \ 
*^ I've other reasons too beside." — 
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" Forbear ! I'll hear no more !" replied 

Our AsBfLLARDy With sense of honour, 

Who frown'd, as much's to say, Fie on her ! 

Though he his sister^ dearly lov'd, 

Her arguments had no way mov'd 

His honest, noble resolution, 

Though urg'd with novel elocution, — 

For 'tis a novel ease to find 

Such sentiments in " womankind." 

— ^This part of Dionysia's speech 

May here some good reflections teach : 

— ^As Scotchman says, — " I'm just a thinking," 

About this special game of mnkingy 

— As to .the Romish ceremonial. 
Whether angelic or demonial. 

Of priests condemned to single lives. 

Or, as we'd better say — no wives I 

For many an old lease still plain seen is 

Providing nymph, purgandam renesy 

Jbbatis Domini^ and so on. 

Which plainly shews the tricks they'd go on. 

It is no business sure of mine 

'Bout such decrees, yet I opine. 

The council great that met at Trent, 

Issued disgraceful testament. 
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Perhaps at Aucsburgh, Nice^ or Dqbt, 

They said what was not worth a groat, 

When they made such an interdiction. 

And in this paltry state of fiction ; 

All history doth prove the fact. 

And reprobate th' unhaliow'd act* 

Saint Jerome's works, (with us now stagnant). 

Detested sight of woman pregnant. 

Though done in lawful marriage bed ; 

Such quirps fiU'd bis Dalmatian head ! 

Writing in favour of virginity, * . 

Instead of sticking to divinity, — 

Perhaps like, Jehu, who unable 

To drive, yet loves the smell o* th' stable; 

Yet e'en the pope's infallible, 

To others* faults so terrible, 

Got brats as many as they could, 

** Within a cottage near the wood," 

Or in a palace, — where't's, — no njatter, — 

When popes and princes girls go after; 

Vwy pacify their Lauhas — Betsys — 

By christ'ning the young brood a» Fitzes, i 

And well nam'd truly by these wits — 

The offspring of unhallow'd fits ! 

And worse than Turks they were, for, lo ! . 
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Each had his own seraglio!. . 

Cardinals, legates^ and the priests 
And so on, held uawedded feasts 
In this said way, and so bad all 
Through Catholic coiiffessional; — 
But though such fruits of int'macy 
Show all their illegtHmacyj 
A pregnant word ! applied most hearty 
To Bernadottb and Bdonapartb! 
For Lord's Anointed blood must run 
In Bourbon's royal veins, or Hun 5— 
Aiiairs are now so out of joint. 
We stand upon a needle's point ; 
And matters now so bad are grown, 
(Thank God ! no statesmen — like our own !) 
We therefore send to Aix-la-Chapelle, 
With whisker'd ministers to grapple,— 

Jjord C — h our balance master, 

To put an end to all disaster,— 

A clever man I — for, in this jumble 

If we don't stand, we're sure to tumble; 

In different ways men serve the state^ 

Some ply their heels, and some their pate,-— 

Who of our foes is such avenger 
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As .him now turned tl>e Jciog's messenger ? 

All hail the Thane of C -h ! 

For your success we'll ever pray-^ 
As none but courtier^ or his grace. 
Could bear ^uc/i praising to his face,*— 
We therefore write it whilst he's over. 
That is — beyond the Straits of Dover, 
Waltzing with emperors and kings. 
Those superfine, high-finish'd things • 

— ^They " shuffled through their mortal coil^" 

Just as we now do, — with much toil. 

Thus mnking has been long in fashion 

In th' holy Catholic persuasion ; — 

And so I wink'd myself one day. 

Dining in Ireland — near LochreA, 

Was introduc'd, — the dessert after, 

To father Murphy's lovely daughter; 

Oh, oh, thought I, we plainly see 

The fruits of priest's celibacy ! 

These winking ways might hence appear 

T' account for Dionysia'js. sneer 

Upon the marriage state most holy, 

Shewing her own and Louey's folly; — 

And from such winking too, those nunn'ries« 
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(Faith) we might well have caird them Jmn'fies J, 

Have all arose, and monast'ries. 

Which friars, monks, and others please ; 

Poor souls ! to singleness condemned, 

Make graves all day, at night shoes mend,— 

That is, if any were allowM 

Among the holy brotherhood, — 

Living each hour quite agoniz'd, 

But after — getting canoniz'd ! 

We vnnky and so have thousand others. 

At all these clerical and lay brothers. 

— But why in fact don't priests nmv wed ? 

And why take concubines to bed ? 

Perhaps, the father of all lies 

Bids them abjure connubial ties. 

As — ^tending to disturb devotion I 

Upon my life, a pretty notion ! — 

It can't be now on 'count of study. 

For nothing's wrote by any body 

r th' Popish way,— they're quite chopfalj'n,-^ 

— ^Those too who made such hideous brawling 

Before the days of Luther Martin, 

No bulls are issu'd here, that's certain, 

Yet formerly the bulls of Rome 

Did kick and scare all Christendom ;~ 
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How queer 'twould souad now to tbe nation^ 

'' Our Regent sent unto Damnation 1 ! P' 

By Popish bull, or fulmination ;— - 

Or by bell^ book^ and candle act^ 

As was 'gainst 'lizabbth, in fact ; 

But really most potent Bess 

Reveng'd it en his holiness ! 

We unnk at all thei^e strange things now. 

Having got wiser,* :as we know ;— r 

In this good day, oar worthy sculls 

Are not htfmbttgg'd by Peter's bulls, — 

Or pontiff triple erown'd, that's call'd 

Peter's successor^ — self-install'd ! 

—And yet, we wink at other things, 

Done by the ministers of kings, 

(Though some insist it is not fair 

Siich sons with fathers to compare). 

Our ancestors would blush to see ! 

Sapping the roots of liberty, 

Which they had water'd with their blood. 

And sacriflc'd their all for*ts good, — 

Contemplating a puny race. 

Who'll go through thick and thin for place, — 

And, when they've got these jolly places. 

Make most abominable faces. 
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(Whose maxim is,— a fine v^ary ! 

Qui nescit nunc dissimulare, 

Nescit, in point of fact,, regnare I) 

At those who>e not, and are nicknam'd 

Great Statesmen ! well, and though we're blam'd* 

For telling truth,— we're not asham'd. 

There's no advice we get, shall speed 

With us, to save such hireling breed. 

—But, soft ! we find we are digressing, 

And not to readers be — distressing. 
We close the eighth book with a sigh— 
For all our Hero's woes are nigh ; 
The scenes that were till now so gay, 
Insensibly are drawn away, 
And what we've told of their misfortune 
Is nought to what's behind the curtain. 
We tremble at the sad perspective. 
And so must all feel— who're reflective; 
But those— who fear a tale of sorrow. 

Had better ^^ call again to-morrow," 

That is, skip o'er to book the tenth. 
When Fcjllbbrt's vengeance ran its length. 
Farewell ! the patrole's going four ! 
Tis time to sleep, perchance to sn— e, 
(Which bed-fellows pronounce— a bore). 
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Aye, there's the rub, — yet »uch may tell 

WeU as my liaes — ^if they don't sell ! 

Once more we say, '^ Good night ! all's well ! 



» 



END OF CANTO Vni. 
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ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 



CANTO IX: 



ARGUMENT. 

Here Fullbert breaks hta flighted word, speading their marriage all 
abroad, — ^bat Heloise denies the fact, — bast'ning (most innocent) 
an act that wonid disgrace an Jllgerine! or any wretch on this 
earth seen ; for on one inanspicioas night, Fullbert's assassins get 
in sight of Abeillard, and there act so, — no pen can picture half 
the woe : — his mind in anguish, — body torn, — his soul subdued, and 
most forlorn— a monk resolves hence to become, then — seals poor 
Heloisa's doom, causing her take the final tow, — which in this 
book is told — and how. — The Moral, to our best belief, extractable 
from so much grief, is, for young folks to marry off, ^and not play 
trirks,—- ^en parry off from that calm.stat^ pf^peace and quiet, which 
puts an end to «ev'ry riot ; those should reflect who shun this state, 
on scrapes they get in, soon or late, — (no way analogous in fact to 
aught like EUenborough's act) ; but if seduction has had sway ? 
put this infernal trick away 1 for conscience-7-if it's any voice, ne'er 
let seducer yet rejoice in all the victories he made, (and some have 
made it quite a trade), butr-<-keen remorse, with aspect grim, shall 
come each hour assaulting him, sharper than scymitar or razor, 
torment his soul beyond ^U measure i none shall his conscience ever 
loose from sacred ties q( solemn vows, breaking his faith and plighted 
troth,— and sacrifice — so sensual^-both ! — in vain we say to con- 
science,— you appear both judge and jury too ! when death with 
hollow Tmce doth cry, now drink no mere the cup of Joy !— each 
sees quite plain the mystic scrawl, like Belteshazzar's on the wall \ 
seeming at first somewhat mysterious, but on consideration, serious, — 
he knows and feels there's something in it, and feels its force more 
ev'ry minute. — Somehow, in course of this ninth book, our pen a 
new direction took, — we would be merry---but there are times when 
we can't dismiss all care, — when e'en a deep-ton'd sigh will start, as 
bursting from an aching heart,—* and the big tears come then col- 
lected at some past blot,— just recollected ! — Howe'er that may be, 
— such the scene of life tmce glorious, calm, serene, now chang'd to 
murky low'ring skies, when even hope itself neat dies,-^just like the 
weather's alternation is mind of man,— in variation. 
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ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA. 
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CANTO IX. 

ATS mighty disagreeable ' 
Not to be, at all times, able ' ' 
To pass o'er matters we don't like I 
A truth so great], it all must strike! 
— ^But first, our Hero had prevaii'd 
In wedlock's wedge to get dovetailM ; 
For LouEY could refuse him nothing, 
Although, the ceremony loathing. 
Was led reluctant k Paris, 
Where, for a very trifling fee. 
They married were — ^but privately; 
Yet it (as usual) soon got wind, 
AH Paris, be'ng so vastly kind. 
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Came complimenting now the pair, . 
Which much veu'd her, and made him stare ; 
FuLLBERT, regardless of his word, 
Bnilted the marriage all abroad ; 

— ^As parents do these days, — the flats ! 

Putting white favours into hats ! 

Publishing all o'er the nation 

Of projected propagation ;— 

(The prince's bomb they'd better fire. 

And Turkish ord'nance we admire, — 

Both plac'd for shew near the Horse Guards, 

Where chief commander, — plays his caids). 

Which cannot be o'er delicate 

To blushing brides in Heigh ho state. 

FuLLiiERT had nois'd it here and there. 

Shunning reproach with greatest care, — 

And he averr'd it true, — devoutly, — 

But Heloise averr'd not, — stoutly, — 

Vowing with sang froid, and candour. 

It was a vile, and downright slander ! 

That if her lover so presented 

Himself, she ne'er would have consented ; 

In short, repeatedly denied 

That she'd been either ask'd or tried ; 

People than call'd old Fcllbert " liar !" 
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Which fill'd hina with such foaming ire. 
Knowing his niece to be the author, 
He did not aught his passion smother, 
As Cayenne fires one's water gruel, — 
This, added to his rage fresh, fuel, — 
He stamped, he swore, in strangest taste. 
Said, she should have her jacket lac'd. 
And all the airs that she could put on. 
Did hardly signify a button; 
In truth, he treated her severely. 
But for his sake she loved so dearly, 
Would have endur'd a martyrdom. 
Imprisonment, or any doom : 
— Herein we see — as in a prism. 
The various hues of heroism, 
Reflected by her noble mind. 
Although her bias was thus blind ; 
Like others, with uncommon talents. 
Possessed of very little prudence. 
She shew'd her courage and her greatness. 
But, ah ! how little of sedateness ! 
Her constancy, as we may say. 
Was literally thrown away, — 
For, in overreaching days of evil. 
We must, hold candle to the devil ! 

T 
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As the old proverb says, and therefore 

She shoald have minded why and wherqforef-^ 

And taken this most useful hint, 

Nor urge that heart she knevir was flint : 

But this is ex'post facto reasoning. 

Just like crown lawyers after seas'ning ; 

—The upshot is, from morn till night. 

Resentment was his chief deUght, 

Which Abeillard would hardly stand 

Of course, and see her pushM, and damn'd. 

By this religious reprobate. 

This biped in such savage state ; 

He forth urg'd HELoisis to go 

To Argbntbuil, its convent, so — 

Stay for a while, and, though a nun, 

Not take the veil ! — all which was done. 

But Abeillard, whose keenest love, 

Felt absence' pangs, all pangs above. 

Burnt with impatience, and soon went 

To visit her within th' convent ; 

Where the sweet nuns, God bless their hearts ! 

Who'd heard of Abbillard's fine parts, 

Were so particularly kind. 

That Hbloisa, though confin'd 

Within the cloister's sacred walls. 
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Was oft indulged with ev'ning calls 5 

Imagine ! what delieious hours 

Love, separated, always poars 

Into the laps of faithful pairs. 

When thus divested 6{ all cares. 

— In our first lines of book the ninth 

We presag'd, — dreary labyrinth 

That we should fedl, when once we're got in 

The climax of a tale so shocking 3 

E'en in pourtraying pen recoils, — 

And in reflecting, one's blood boils ! 

Let him swear now, who never swore, 

And he that did, still swear the more 

At FuLLBBRT, wretched, barbarous man ! 

Who meditates revengeful plan; 

Not even Regcjlus' fate was worse, 

Nor Phalaris, burnt in brazen horse, — 

Nor crim'nal broken on the wheel, 

Could Ab'lard's sufferings excel : 

For, know ! this ruffian, fiend, ne'er tir'd, — 

And, with revenge toost bloody fir'd, 

Prowling in darkness and disguise, 

Hate in his breast, rage in his eyes. 

Atrocity so deep imbib'd, 

Procured assassins^ servants brib'd, 
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Enter'd his chamber, when asleep, — 
And, what would make the angels weep. 
Were guilty in foul perpetration 
Of dire and hellish mutilation : — 
As fine expressed in psalmist's dole, 
" The iron enter'd to his soul !'* 
(And what strikes at the soul, I'm sure. 
None but an Atheist can endure ;) 
By far the deadliest punishment 
/That any savage could invent. 
Our muse, who's hitherto been free. 
Here sheds the tears of sympathy > 
Compassion in all breasts should glow 
At Abeillard's unmeasured woe ; 
'Tis difficult to find a word 
The perpetrator to record, — 
Sure not a man, — ^incarnate devil !— 
For death itself s a far less evil. 
Than to live on in vain desires. 
Consume with inefiectual fires ; — 
To feel the mortifying sense 
Of all so unavailing hence ; 
His feelings thus excruciating, — 
To be the mark, for other's prating, — 
Object of scorn and ridicule. 
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« 

To ev'ry dull street-walking fool ; 
The idol once of admiration, 
But now the butt of defamation ; — 
How would his enemies rejoice ? 
And e*en his friends' kind pitying voice 
Could not allay a wounded spirit^ 
Doom'd hence for ever to inherit ; 
The gnawing vulture at his breast 
Would prey and c^,. though uncarest^ — 
His scholars' wailing and con^passipn, 
The wounds (already sore) more lashing,- 
For pity's to contempt so near. 
The sentiment is hard to bear, — 
Besides in Decalogue he'd read^ 
The sacrifice must not be fed 
By wounded body that has bled i 
Oh ! that we'd *' Penseroso" strains 
To muse o'er memory's direst pains, . 
And tell such story as we should, 
Curdling thus up one's very blood. 
Making us tremble, and look pale, 
Reciting this most tragic tak ; 
Causing revulsion of the heart. 
And making ev'ry nerve to start ; 
Satanic wretch, in human form ! 
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Thus nature's dignity deform ; 
Brutality's foul victim^ re 
" Whose soul WAS melting charity," 
He, who would never have ser/d so 
His bitterest, his direst foe, — 
A torment irretrievable. 
And haply inoooceivable ;— - 
For, such historical deformity, 
No instance is of like encMtn'ty.^— 
We'll dwell no longer on this theme. 
Seeming more like a horrid dream, 
Than semblance of reality. 
Bearing such hellish quality ; — 
— Howe'er, the villains extirpating 
Felt th* operations we've been stating 
Upon themselves — and eyes put out; 
But what avails their suffering shout. 
Their agony, and agitation ? 
Although 'twas just retaliation ! 
(For Paris felt itself di^gilftc'd 
By th' act,' atrocious, foul, unchtet)^}; 
— ^Alas ! no restoration's here. 
For all that Abeillard held dear; 
Iniquitously us'd thus too 
By such infernal, dev'lish crew. 
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And Edllbbet ? may 9uch lever fall 1 
Was kick*d hence out of [Nrebend stall, 
By bishop, clergy, prcisecuted*— 
Which act was just, for it was suited,-^ 
His goods and wealth were confiscateij. 
His benefice of course vacated, — 
For Old Nick always doth forecast 
To lead rogues into scrapes at last, — 
And thus may all who dig a pit 
For others — fall tbemsel?es in it, — 
Or Haman like, hang on his gallows. 
Or in his burning bnll Pfaakris ; 
Yet we've no patience, — ^sncfa oor notion 
At ways of human retribotiDn ; 
Some move so swimmiiigly on earth. 
Why their own crimes provdke their mirth; 
We know the rich rogues shoold have halter, 
Who hold their heads up, and ne^er latter. 
Are kept in count'nance by the world, 
When thund'ring vengeance should be faurl'd. 
But being rich and titled,— >then 
They are the greatest ! best of menl 
And when they're sick, the garden chair 
Is drawn about to give them air. 
By pretty tiny pony nags. 
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Which beat young Astlcy's all to rags, — 

And wlicn they die, the marble urn. 

And hatchments, all with glory burn ! 
Yes, the last toga they put on 

Is sculptur'd Bath or Portland stone ;^-^ 
Then, praise posthumous in the papers 
To the defunct, — cuts pretty capers ! 
How in the Gent's Mag. too it vapours ? 
Thus **♦ and but hold !^— -not now display 
The grand ones of the recent day ;-*- 
We may be able, if .we live, 
Sonde of these worthies still to shrieve. 
And give, like numuments of Rapin, 
Some trib.ute to the rogues of rapine ; 
But be it not by readers said. 
We'll rake the ashes. of the dead, — 
De mortuis, et cetera. 
We know the truth of — any day. 
But actu'lly must be allow'd 
To tear the mask off from the proud ! 
Only to prove, how vice will thrive 
Whilst we are here on earth, — alive J 
And after death, to lookers on. 
Revive in monumental stone ! 



L cioas, 

die here, f 

per the year, > 

a this sphere !-^ j 
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Fee but the statuary well. 

The herald painter too, — ^he'U swell. 

And both all (paid for) lies will tell ! 

The poet too will write fine odes. 

Praising all noble, royal clods. 

Who strutted loftily while 

Having their thousands 

The summum bonum in 

The poet makes to purse good hit, 

But whether truth shines through the wit 

Remains a serious query yet ; 

Yet many such poetic cur 

Has his bones laid in Westminster, 

Who in drear garret liv'd a starving, 

(His works were then not worth the having,)— 

None of the great, who bore his pall, 

Deign'd in his attic once to call, ' 

• * 
And leave him one poor Henry Hase. 

To put his living flesh In case ;-— 
Now this post-obit sort of feeling 
Sets all one's confidence a reelingy^* 
Looking so selfish, I declare. 
As if, they all so watching were. 
Not to do good while they were living. 

But when stone dead,. to fall a grieving 1 



As if the funVal step» th(^y tr^4 

Would ^q miich good when ^nock'd o' head. 

— What {ol)ows tb^n the legacte9 ? 

Why, all the crocpdile friends' cric3,-r- 

Dirges, and masses, and orations^ 

Fine funerals and accla^aations* 

Eulogiums,-*-poDip of heraldry, — 

(As if 'twas done in ribaldry !) 

On obelisks, xnansoleuips. 

And hig^ly'SCiilptur'di marble tombs : — 

Why, this is sure all mighty well^ 

For guilty conscience going to hell. 

Who's liy'd, 4Pd rphb'd, and.robbM for self*. 

Whose only god was .filthy pieif ; 

(We have some great on^s in our eye. 

To whom all this doth well apply). 

What then succe/eds ? — doth memory 

Put up with ^1 this flupamery 2 

Excuse me ! 1 think hot, jit handles 

Like horrid stench o' ■Kptxing candles,-^ 

Libels and obloquies may follow 

Such splendid muck, that were so hollow, 

A mass of putre&ction here, 

A mass of putrefaction there : 

Oh ! that we'd senae, imd thought, ao4 care. 
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To see things as they r'ally ar^e. 
Poor Abbiixard^ thus mosti&^d. 
Would from all haunts of men now hide^^ . 
Abash'd^ discomfited, confus-'d^ 
His body, honour, soul abus'd, 
Felt such a. dreadful load of shame. 
Blighting as 'twere his. very fiune. 
And can there one his feelings blame ? 
Though innocenty he felt this sense ; 
Whilst some now defy all comments, 
In these bold times, upon their ways^ 
Hardened to th' hisses, or the gaze! 
Did she feel shame at th' opera house, . 
Though she ^luiJc out on't like a mousey 
After the hootings and the groan. 
Made* at this bold presumptuous one. 
Who, being raised* in wealth now higher. 

With R y to mix aspire ? , 

She, whose benevolence engages 

Large portions of the P— t*s dull pages. 
Retailing blankets at hilf^price, 
Refining charity so nice ! 

Did H ^d's breast e'er glow with shame 

At just derision of her ybme ? 

With shame were those black eyes suffus'd 
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That J— *s D— — r e'er usM, 

To ogle any to her arms ? 
Anyf we say, without alarms ! 
Has shame found out Us lingering way yet 
To sit on front of Lady **** ? 
Did she not " set a blister there/' 
When she deserted lord, and heir ? 
Shame hath not yet,— or fame doth lie. 
Mantled o'er cheek of *, ******* ! 

jjow M — : of **♦***, 

Who from four children, " stole avoay" 

As fox-hunters do yell, or say 5 — 

For high life hav'ng no spartk^ bounds, 

One naturally thinks of hottDds,^- 

Like pointers ranging all about. 

Trying to find a new scent out. 

And game, and scent, leaprng^ and coursing, 

A.n(J — ^by analogy, divorcing I 

Hath shame yet visited *** ***% . . 

Treating a princess like a harlot ? 

Descending to the cpiyuration 

Of delicate investigation. 

And yet at court to jsroile on ****, 

Whom all else call'd a precious bussey > 

Consistency's indeed a star. 
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When thus blaz'd forth both near and hr, 

Yet^ when some die, the poor will weep^ 

Namely, — ^the very few they'd keep 1 

Funeral sermons, and black crape. 
Will bountifully play the ape ! 

Did shame with Catherinb e'er dwell 

At massacre of Ismael ? 

Or at her highly-priced amours, 

Millions of roubles,-— for all fours ! 

Or Frbdsric, sung in Prussian strains. 

Whom Trenck for ten years kept in chains,- 

Or F£RDiNANi>, the Virgin's friend. 

At victims sent, and still may send 

To foreign climes to cool their blood. 

Shewing his royal gratitude ! 

— He who on ruptures deign'd to speak, 

Has he felt blush to tinge that cheek ? 

— Now Abeillard, th' unfortunate. 

Fretting, and mortified at state 

To which he now was sad, subdu'd, 

Would solitary sit and brood i 

All the reflecting pow'rs, that he 

Possess'd, increas'd his ennui, — 

And, in a rash and hasty moment, 

Vow'd he'd retire forthwith to convent; 
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There, baried in inohastic framb, 

Try to forget his wounded feme. 

At ARG]ftNTBUiL wa^ Hbloise, 

Whom ev'ry nun so ^ish'd to please ; 

Learning with her had ta'en her seat. 

Added to disposition sweet j 

How little thought she what was passing 

On him, all other crimes surpassing ! — 

No sympathetic ahguish'd strain 

Did o'er her ear thrill Abeillard's pain. 

Nor did foreboding's shiv'ring throe. 

As yet anticipate her woe 5 

Some days had pdss'd since her dear lord 

At Argenteuil saw's wife ador'd ; 

But when th' appointed hoiir was pass'd, 

Sad Hbloisa felt aghast, — 

And yet she chas'd that grief atl^ay. 

With anxious longing for next day ; 

Still Abeillard came not, and time 

Struck his slo^ boors with leaden chime ; 

Is there a mortal thai can hence 

Banish the horrors of suspence, 

When some approaching good, or ill, 

Like, hope defbrr'd, or pow'rful will 

About to fix the stroke of ruin. 
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By some vile process that's a br^v^iog ? 

At length;, a rumour reachM her ears^ 

Confirming more than her worst fears ;'^— 

The delicacy of that age 

Was not like this^ most cktitious^ sage^— *- 

They bolted on her all tH' extent 

Of Abeillard's great punbhmeht ! 

What anguish, gHef^ and wild distractibn 

Was hers, at Fdjllbkrt's vile transaction, 

Is scarce to be conceived, or told. 

Description's pow'rs arie all too cold. 

— ^Nor, need it here creiate siirpHse, 

The jealous monster fill'd his eyes ; 

Think on his irritability ! 

And though we blattie, — ^we must shew pity y 

The selfish Eunuch's resolution, 

(Fearing thfere should be aught collusion 

In future stile of HsLbtSE,— ^ 

As she no longed bould be his,) 

She ne'er should be another's, vbWM • 

To which decision, she hence bow'd ; 

He now diemaiided Her obedience, 
Making request with great expedience, — 
First, take the veil, which would be iSnal, 
He witnessing the ceremonial;— 
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Thus to religion to devote 

That form, which others on might doat, — 

For she was not as yet quite twenty. 

The world shew'd admiration plenty 

At both^ her matchless charms and learning, 

Her character so well discernipg. 

What peevishness was this ! 1 say, ' 

How mean and paltry ! in this way. 

To tie her up, so green-eyed thus, 

From life's enjoyments once in use,— 

Taking advantage of that love. 

Meanness all other things above ; 

No confidence thus shewn at all. 

After her love, which we may call 

Uncommon in this matchless creature. 

This very lovely child of nature,— 

Who for him! ingrate ! yielded all up ; 

Such rash and drear illusions call up ? 

What could so make him narrow minded, 

To magnanimity so blinded ? 

Thus, with a jealous fit so curst, 

Forc'd her to take the last vow, firsts — 

Fearing, — ^that if he did precede her. 

She then might turn out a seceder. 

And violate her promise, when 
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She'd go into the world again ; 

Short-sighted man ! you didn't deserve 

That woman with romantic nerve ! 

Her soul you never knew, — ^till late. 

When 'twas elicited by fate ! 

Hei; glorious disinterestedness 

Was standard gold in th* utmost fineness ; 

More lustrous than the Pigot gem. 

And richer far than millions of them ; 

All heart; all honour, and all love ; 

But, oh ! how little did you prove. 

Thus to mistrust Aer for an hour - 

Profuse th* embitter'd chalice pour, 

Steep'd with worst ingredients to her ; 

Such baseness in her lord ! her wooer ! 

Mark but her agonizing pangs. 

When incarcerated in church fangs, 

'' Your mistrust tore me to the heart ! 

<^ What ! could you think our fates should part ? 

<^ No ! sooner should the sea divide, 
" Than I to other e'er be bride ; 

" How deep you'll blush in after story, 

<< Thinking so meanly of my glory; 

<< In you I centred all my hopes, — 

^^ Nought but religion with you copes I" 

u 
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At last the fatal hour airives. 
No more to be of earthly wives, 
-Bijt by the solemnest of vows, 
Be wedded to celestial spouse ; 
Making on earth the sacrifice. 
With bursting heart, and streaming eyes, 
Of all she once so cherish'd here, 
Of all her soul still held so dear, 
Relations, husband, child bereft. 
Not one poor consolation left ! 
Hark ! the deep organ^s solemn strains. 
In holy cadence thrills fresh pains. 

Pealing along the cloisterM aisles, 
Where sighs respond to sigh, — no smiles I 
Hear I chaunting deep the choral song; 
See the wax tapers borne along; 
And now the awful visitation. 
Felt with a death-like palpitation. 
Begins the ceremonial grand. 
And all the nuns around her stand ; 
Behold her ! majesty in woe ! 
And like a victim undergo. 

With half suspiring stifling breath. 
This living, self-immuring death; 
Awful she stands before the shrine, 
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With folded hands^ to fate supine, 
Like lamb beneath the butcher's knife, 
A lost ! deserted ! hapless wife ! 
Unbinds her tresses, those fair locks, 
(Would move the hearts of flints and stocks). 
Cuts off 5 yielding up her ornaments. 
Discarding hence her bridal garments ; 
Behold her now approach the altar. 
With quiv'ring lips, and words that falter. 

Fixing her eyes on crucifix. 

The woolleiv final garment fix. 

That disunites her from this earth. 

Tying to new sepulchral birth ; — 

" TTis done !" she cried, *^ despair ! I'm here, 

^' ril welcome you without a tear !'* 

Great to the last ! for one stood by. 

Who saw this effort — with a sigh, — 

Opposed the sacrifice she made. 

E'er the dread fetal vow was said ; — 

'^^r-Answ'ring the kind officious friend, ^ 

Cornelia's laiiguage did her lend, \ 

Soliloquy on Pompby's end :•*- \ 

** Ah, my once greatest lord 1 alas, th' hour I 

** Once ao viotorjbus, now reav'd of pow*r ; 
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*^ Since miseries my love pursue^ 

" Why did I wed thee to undo ? 
*^ To death my willing neck I bow, 

^^ Appease the gods by one kind blow." 

Thus did the Heroine, midst the crowd, 

Which rumour's hundred tongues aloud. 

And curiosity attracted there. 

To witness vows of one so fair,— 

For an angelic softness tinged 

Those features, now by grief unhing'd, 

And ev'ry bosom too was thrill'd; 

With soft compassion each heart fiird,-— 

A whisper stern had ta'en its rise. 

Unwilling was her sacrifice ! 

Howe'er that may be, never seen 

Like her's, a heroism's been^ 

Had AsEiLiJkRD e'en hinted dagger, 

Or hemlock, 'twould not made her stagger. 

And she, " if to perdition hurl'd," 

VowM " she would then have left this world,'* 

Or any other death moreover. 

To satisfy her lord, her lover ! 

Alas ! these notions were most wild. 

For classic lore had them beguil'd,'— 
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Her sentiments were far too free, 

In morals, and in piety, — 

And though we view with awe and wonder 

The lightning's flash, hear pealing thunder, — 

Or as eccentric orbit's roll. 

Moves more than star that's near the pole, — 

What, though we're struck with admiration. 

And fill'd with fear and palpitation, 

At nature's boldness e'er so striking, 

It does not follow, we're more liking, — 

Than the sweet, calm, unruffled scene. 

When all is quiet and serene. 

Reader, alas ! here's mournful strains, 

(For memory itself has pains ;) 

We must pass on to book the tenth. 

That laughter may resume its length,—- 

Fearing-rin this our history. 

Having such sad catastrophe. 

As is uncommon in these times,— - 

As uncongenial to our rhymes ; 

—However, we have tried our best. 

And here we court a little rest. 

Seeing the glorious orb of day, — 

Or as more flow'ry Persians say. 
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'^ The golden egg of sky appearing, 

*' ly horizon's womb is now a bearing !^ 



END OF CANTO IX. 



V ;^ 






ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA. 



CANTO X. 



ARGUMENT. 

Each poet's head for matter traces throogh vast imaginary spaces ; doC 
so with asy— oar coarse is straight, historical, legitimate, — and as no 
'ffect's without a caase, we here indulge with gentle pause, searchiof^ 
in page of history of Superstition's mystery, — the cause of all our 
couple's woes, as I do, (and p'rhaps yoa) sttppose. But, though we 
sneer at superstition, the tricks she shew'd, and Shews,-^-a legion ! 
^e never thought the sharpest hit, if blasphemous, should pass' for 
wit,*-as tome now seem to take delight in always dcistically writing ! 
(Though bigotry provoke our rage,) su«h never shall deform our page : 
this point dismiss'd, 'tis hop'd you'll bear in mind what sort of things 
priests were, and most particularly so above six hundred years ago, when 
vice unblushing stood confess'd, if in canonicals but dress'd! As 
to religion, you'll soon trace, how mumm'ry has nsurp'd its place, 
especially, if yO^'ve been after y (as Pat says), tripping o'er the water. 
Now, — if in church's discipline, immoral tenets are e'er seen, religion 
instantly takes flight, and leaves them in vandalic night. Thus, at 
that time the crusade holy ! got up in trick, (and not in foUy), when 
'bove six hundred thousand foot, and hundred thousand horse— to 
boot,- play'd holy, fighting, strange vagary, marching without one 
commissary, or e'en a single quarter-master, for any probable dis- 
aster,— •waging dread war in cause of heav'n,— -to women, babes, no 
quarter giv'n I With hands thus batb'd in inn'cent blood, they con- 
fidently knelt and stood before the tomb of hilb so meek — and after 
deeds the tongue can't speak ! — not one in hundred too came back, 
retreading their crusading track. If such things then that church 
could do, who wonders then at all the woe, which individuals, king- 
doms felt, by bigot ignorance thus dealt ? 



ABEILLARD ^ HELOISA. 



CANTO X. 

JKEADER ! it would provoke your laughter^ 

Had you^ like tae, seen holy water^ 

In troughs, in basins, and in Itpxes^ 

To clear off superstitious fluxes 

That break out, just like our spring pimples^ 

And cur*d — as easy, — ^by such simples ! 

Also, — as simile well strikes, 

Wax candles long as boarding-pikes^ 

Thick — as a poet's body too, — 

Good parallel, all must allow; 

One would suppose it much more right 

The godly should with Satan flght. 

By inward— n»t by outward light ! 
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I might suppose^ (for argument^) 

Six candles^ tall as Monument^ 

And quite as thick above the base^ 

(The snuffers are left out o' th' case)^ 

What then ? dare any one affect 

This to th' Almighty pays respect ? 

Or helps in aught our just devotion. 

By lighting God ? — a most strange notion ! 

We don't exaggerate in things, 

Where evidence directly brings 

These said facts home as near as Calais, 

OsTEND, Ghent, Brussblls,— even Paris; 

— Pray, have you seen confe^ion boxes, 

Partition'd up {&£ sly old foxes ? 

Where, in wainscot is aperture. 

Like Dionysius' dtmning ear :-— 

*— On th»t side see ohe trembling goes. 

Divulging her peccadillos, 
A lovely, lively devotee. 

With handkerchief, on bended knee. 

Great sins deploring of-^-omission. 

And greater still those of-— commission ! 

While Father thfis, or Father that. 

Shrives his fair peniteiit--HSo pat ! 

And, with a holy resolution. 
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Ventures to grant her absolution^ 

On saying some pray'w by Rosary, 

Which qmJifies one sad vagafy, 

— ^But if she has been very roguish. 

And cross old priest should turn out-<-|x>*gkh/ 

iPenance must do, and masses pay, 

To buy or purge those sins away, . 

And thus get coolly whitewashed — now. 

Till frailty makes another <rou7; 

This pow'r absolving, binding iiuter. 

Making himself God's quarter<-n)iaster. 

Taking his office out of hand-*- 

/ never yet could understand 1 

By jingo ! we mean no reflections^ 

But have you seen the genuflections ? 

When said confessors at the altar, 

** In double way our senses palter ;" 

Bowing with a graceful suavity, 

E'en to the centre of all gravity. 

To brazen images, dull elves ! 

Who're thought less brazen than themselves ! 

Mutt'riog 'hove all to crown the job. 

Long Latin prayers to hum the mob,— 

And carrying on this well-paid juggle. 

Which has been found well worth a struggle. 
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This beneficial farce keep up^ ^ 

That helps so well to dress, dine, sup I 

Reader ! hast seen the crucifixes. 

That Cath'lic carpenter high fixes ? 

Higher than our second story, 

Adding to cathedral glory ? 

Though we may think it great presumption. 

Yet ft of timber makes consumption ; 

— Hast seen them all on n>arrow-bones 

Before these senselesss stocks and stones ? 

C!ommandment breaking, viz. the second, 

Yet won't allow it so, 'tis reckoned. 

Pray, have you ever been at Alost, 

Not a vast way from Flander's Dutch cqast. 

Where are hung up, (without a joke,) 

The painted miracles of Saint Rocqub ? 

/said / did not know that saint. 

Which almost made the verger faint; 

— So too I've seen, (which made me sici^) 

The mir'cles of Saint Dohinick, 

In Florence town ; in which the devil. 

Having once robb'd the church, — ^great evil ! 

The saint made him restore the stuff, 

And then confess'd him fast enough ! 

Who told the whole ofs sins to th' saint. 
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All which may still he seen, — in paint i 
Hear good Saint Dbnys' wond'rous story^ 
The patron fam'd of France's glory, 
Who, to surprise of all beholders, 
Walk'd without any head to shoulders, 
After 'twas cut oflF, — full three mile ! 
Proving, he was a deep old file ! 
Now, there are many in this day. 
Do so in metaphoric way. 
Who'll saunter, lounge about, and roam. 
But r'ally leave their heads at home. 
Another walking saint, they tell. 
Priest of Loretto's fam'd chapel, 
(Whose marble floor to pious sight yields. 
Furrows as deep as well-plough'd corn 'fields. 
Made by the penitents to shrine. 
Of her who doth in spangles shine !) 
When Turks had torn hb bowels out. 
He coolly turn'd himself about, 
Pick'd them all up, and in a bundle. 
Did to LoRETTO with them trundle 3 
All which may now be seen this day. 
By trav'llers who are go'ng that way, 

 

Painted in fine Italian style 5 

But why should this make any smile ? 
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When we too have our thousand walkers^ 

Quite bow/elles^, yet ehanniiig talkers^ 

But empty as a vacuum; . 

Or hollow belly of a drum. 

And even their impert'neat dogs'-»"heads. 

If tapp'd, sound Itlfe our. empty hogsheads ! 

Who'll weep at advel, or svek cur ! 

— ^Yet charity could never Sjtir 1 

There's great St, Don«taN) who uncivil, 

Behav'd so cruel to the; devil, 

And made him cry so,iroar, and snivel. 

Spread his vflde jaws in great surprise. 

And fain would disbelieve his eyes ; 

With red'^hot tongs hepindi'd his nose. 

Because he did the saint oppose,-^- 

Though I must say it's not bit flatter. 

Judging by's portrait in Lavater,— 

Keeping the miracle aloof. 

That shews, at least, he is f]jre<»proof. 

As for the holy, good Saint Austin, 

Who carnal was in spite of fasting. 

Yet well resolv'd to keep him low. 

He roll'd his naked self in snow. 

To cool his reins, defy the devil. 

And get above all earthly evil ; 
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Why didn't he go to fam'd North Pole ? 
He'ad found it tolerably cool^ . . 
There preach to whales, if such their wishes. 
As Anthoi^y once did to 6shes ! . 
And Saint Vitallfan oft did use 
To haunt the puUic vilest stews. 
There, the most tempting to defy 
To rob him of his chastity; 
These triumphs too he tias recorded! 
Which the Fitallianites applauded. 
But great Saint Francis db Assise 
Temptations fek in strong degrees,—- 
But did they conquer him ?— oh, not 
For he too roU'd himself in snow ; 
How virtue triumph'd in Jialy ? 
Their legends paint not, — nor can L 
Saint Sylvesteti, who once was Pope, 
DarM with a dfagon once to cope, ' 

And then for want of weapon better, 
Seard up the monster's jaws, — like— letter, 
Which was, (though unbelievers rail), 
Like putting salt upon bird's tail 5 — 
This may be still surveyM in Rome 
In picture near Saint Mary's Dome. 
Tell, how Saint Patrick clear'd the roads 
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From- \reQ*mous serpents, and from toads, 

Reptiles that are most unpleasant, 

Being so vastly complaisant, 

In favour of " th* Emerald Isle :"— 

Still Joscelin's life makes one to smile. 

Translated lately by L. Swift, — 

But, if we searcl^ into the drift, 

(Who seems to have a mind to try 

How well we'll stand a thund'ring ***,) 

We find, the saint makes fire from ice, 

Turns water into honey nice, — 

And, like H£BCUJles so able. 

Cleanses an Augean stable 

To save his foster-mother's trouble, 

Proving, Saints' prayers are no such bubble ; 

So chaste he makes this saint appear, 

" He virgin was in sixteenth year 1" 

Pat fasted then full twenty days, 

And then the dev'l, (the author says), 

I^h'd and tormented him much more 

^^ Than human nature could endure 1" 

Sold by barbarians for a kettle. 

Which turn'd out comic sort of metal. 

Instead of boiling in a trice 

O'er fire, the water turn'd to ice ! 
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And now he hears the unborn voices 
Of Irishmen, which so rejoices. 
The saint to Ireland bends his feet, 
And straighiit renounces eating meat, 
(Like MisTBB Phillips, the bookseller. 
And RiTSOK, most abstemious fellow, — 
Who says, we eat our own relations. 
In eating beef and mutton rations !) 
Thus far the monk of Saint Furness^ 
Up to chap, twenty ; — ^rest, — ^you'll guess. 
Saint Lucia> sad, tore out her eyes, ' 
Unto her lover's great surprise, 
(Who having admir'd their sparkling state), 
She sent them to him on clean plate, — 
Hoping to cure his earthly passion. 
She put her face thus out of fashion ; 
Oh, scruples vain, such thoughts as these. 
The cure is worse than the disease ! 
Yet for her faith, legends declare. 
Was complimented with new pair ! 
All which was painted well by Guido, 
— Some may believe't, I can't say / do. 
Oh ! sweet Cbcilia ! martyr'd saint I 
Musician, virgin, — ^who can paint ? 
And yet to Saint Valbrian wedded. 
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But probably was never beddedy^— 

Yet marriage sure UDfinish'd lies. 

Till Hymen binds tbe nuptial ties. 

Or as they do at Qretna Green, 

Put each a leg the sheets between. 

Howe'er that may be, mem'ry lingers 

On her, who so well us'd her fingers ; 

Hie sex do look so unlike sinner^ 

Playing piano after dinner^ 

Of Plsyel's^ Hatbn's, or MozABJ^f 

— ^Why, then we absolutely smart. 

And soon become a Benedick, 

Of single blessedness, quite sick, — 

Making this truth still more confest. 

Music hath charms to soothe the breast; 

But of all tones I have heard yet 

None equal those of Harrkbt ! 

A rosy girl of three years old. 

Dearer to father's heart than gold ; 

Fd sooner hear the hurdy gordy^ 

And marrow-bones of butchers^ sturdy^ 

Jews' harp, fife, flute, or virginal| 

Rather than hearing none at all ! 

And why not ? — ^for, when Orphsus song^ 

Straight from their roots tbe trees they siNraDg> 
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Then nodded time to his fine fiddle, 
And Arion wviald thus fishes diddle. 
Sea serpents^ crakens, down to sprats, — 
Came listening to his sharps and flats ; 
Borne hy a smartish mackrel gale. 
And when they heard htm, slaekenM sail ! 
Agrippa saysy-^(tben no romance !) 
E'en elephants themselves will dance, 
As if they had St« Vitus' prance ; 
Did not TiMOTHEcrs, that old sinner. 
Make Alexander leave his dinner. 
Unable to resist his ditty ? — 
Would aldermen do so— i* th' city. 
Those full well jolly-looking mortals. 
At drinking punch, and eating turtles ? 

And all the common council bands, 
Multa bibens^ multa vomns, 
I here would venture half-a-crown. 
If a whole choir came in, they'd frown. 
And look as blue as divan'd Turks, — 
— No music's there like knives and forks. 
And glasses ^ngling fiU'd with wine,— 
— ^And yet sometimes ask Mister Pine 
To sing 'em someut toery fine ; 
Is it not odd these homini 
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Should have Non Nobis Dcminij 

Sung as a grace id straius so sweet. 

Before they dare to touch the meat ? 

Especially with those whose belly 

Is all the deity they value ; 

And yet these cits allow no crime 

So great in this as losing time,*— 
WhoM be content, to have as well. 

And quite as near the meaning tell. 

If, Tityre tu patulse, 

£t recubans sub tegmine, 

Vel, propria quae maribus. 

In tenor, treble, and in base, 

Were sung by Taylor, Inclbpon, 

As a mere waggish bit of fun. 

E'er th' Heliogabali begun. 

^In fact, they'd saints for all complaints. 

So legendary history paints ; 

For poison, gout, — Saint Pbtbonblla ; 

For falling sickness — Valentina; 

RoMANA good for those possessed, 

For madmens' cures-^SAiKT Vitds, blest J*^— 

So that the surgeons, without wrangling. 

Might then go shooting, or get angling, 
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For any thing they had to do,— . 

Or ta'en a trip to— Waterloo, — 

Or hospitable Hudson Lowe ! 

Pray, have you seen the Virgin Mart, . 

As I have, in most strange vagary ? 

Drest in silk slip, and sash, and spangles. 

And powder'd hair — curls at right angles. 

With one eye black, the other blue. 

Which bungling artists ought to rue. 

With partly wax, and wooden face. 

Shewing Grimaldi's queer grimace, 

And sometimes staring, though well stuck up, 

As if she'd bring her very plbck up, 

Fix'd and as stiflF as ghost of Banquo, 

With shoes of russet calamanco, 

And stockings of " Scott's liquid blue," 

With holes that you may e'en peep through. 

For there one plainly sees the wadding. 

Which plainly shews she's ne'er been gadding, 

Though it is said they take a flight. 

As that LoRBTTO did— one night. 

And at St. Augsburgh may be seen 

A speaker's wig flowing between 

The Virgin Marjr's waxen shouKlers, 

Which quite astonished beholders ! 
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They call the Virgio too, '* God'a iQOt^r !" 

They may as well say Anna's gr^Qd^^Qthor! 

Perhaps you've seen the pulpit miarble 

In Pisa's chur/ch ? where there's a bauble 

Affix'd; quite foreign to devotion^ 

It is too gross for that^ I've notion ; 

'Tis far beyond e'en poet's vigour 

More to describe that naked figure ! 

If you have seen all this, 'tis well^^ 

Because I have the less to tell ,; 

Have you observ'd the fam'd processions. 

Just to propitiate concessions ? 

From Tutelary, gone dead saint^ 

For rain on land, t;hat's parch'd and faint, — 

Or vice versa, for dry weather. 

Always diss;atisfied with either, 
Dictating thus to Providence 
Its great deficiency of sense ! 
As our wise farmers do these daysgi 
Wheat, barley, and their oats to raise y 
As Malthus deprecates in nation^ 
A too excessive population. 
He makes procemon too we say. 
Although it is — ^in three vol. way, 
Proving ops sust 'nance (m the go. 
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A very pretty Lord Mayor's shew ! 

And such a case^ Fm pretty clear^ 

Makes many a Christian paison swear ; 

Bat to continuei if e'er you (tid, 

Processions see in streets of Madrid, 

Or Portugal^ which are stiU worse, 

They'd reaUy frighten a war horse I 

Perhaps you've seen the relies^ bones, 

Erst in the fl^sh of saintly ones, 

A cargo of great oddities. 

But lucrative commodities, 

Which the monk merchants once exported. 

Adapted legends too well sorted^ 

For consolation of the just, 

Who put their fwth in so much rust ; 

Thus, conncttsseurs of Birmingham, 

Make Otho's, C«sar\ coins, — to sham 

The antiquarian rust and grease, 

Done by some tricks with verdigrease i 

Whosayi Qin vult, so dedpiy 

DedptatUTy hx and ri^ ! 

But now^t occurs, these relics rare. 

All sigbt to heretics they spare. 

At least, they would not shew to me, 

Whidi made me more incjiia'd to see, 
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For having paid for all the shovr^ 

Had not my pennVortb, as you know} 

iteader^ if you ha\re seen these thii^y 

That were and are rever'd by kings ! 

Particularly o'er the water, — 

— ^You'll plainly see what J am q/ier. 

Peace to the ashes, and the bones 

Of all those great and saintly ones I 

Who built cathedrals at high prices^ 

By commutation of our vices, — 

—Sale by pardons, and indulgencies. 

And such religious kind of fancies. 

As plenaries, and dispensations, 

Letting you crim. con. with relations. 

Your mother, sister, or grandmother ; 

-^Who then, for such unnat'ral pother. 

Less than half guinea had to pay, ' 

For rape, or murder, any day I 

Thus, by the Letters of " Ignotus,'' 

Out of " Thb Times*' gazette, tbey quote t'us. 

For the remission of these sins, — 

Robb'ry, they charg'd twelve shillings ! 

Burning a neighbour's house, the same; 

Nine shillings for a Perjury game ; 

Mtird'nng a layman, three half crowns 1 , . 
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Whether fae'fSf stabb'd> or hangs^ or drowns ; 

Kept CbncuMtie'^half a gainea ! 

Sacrilege the same !^or Simony I 

Ditto — ^when Clergyman's iU^us'd, 

•—But when a virgin is abas'd, 

Nine shiUfa^ premiam ! still less portion 

For crimes of incest, or abortuM! 

These^ seven and sixpence each the price is, 

To pardon get for these said vices ; 

Now comes the greatest crime of all, 

For letters apostolical 

To forge! they paid just one pound seven^ 

Or else they couldn't be forgiven. 

Or ever find their way to heav'n ! 

This is the tariff, or the scale. 

How crimes then made '' a bill of sale V* 

Thus, God*s vicegerents! raised St. Petbr's, 

Retailing vice by weight, and metres ! 

Perhaps, they might have took off discount. 

If one had multiplied th' amount 

Of certain crimes he took a pride in, 

(Instead of getting a good hiding;) 

We think, that like the crime a gross / 

Might be had cheaper, inter fu».— - 

But chiefly here, must note the lurch 
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They gtve to dl who roWd ihe ctericA/ 
Keeping that sineeiue tbeuiAelf ds» 
Mulcting the other groeeksf eWes^ 
Seeming like shrubs and trees tbaft grov^ 
As having nothing. else to do; 
TlMse are the men they Fatbjsm k^aU, 
So vastly apostolical ! . 
One half too have been caiiCMais&'4 ! 
Having Old Nick tfaus madnnonia'dt 
As to build stmetttws unto God^ 
Who at the same time held the rod. 
Pretending to correct all vic^ 
Themselves in thieving not o'er nice. 
Like sleeping partners in the sin, 
The acts theoMKlves encouraging; 
Most of these gentlemen were saijsts, 
Tbe Romish History so paints ; 
—Their sames to give would be an olio. 
Why, really 'twould fill a folio, 
As big as BASiuBBVifcLH's Church Bible, 
Without ioserting word of Ubel. 
To make good all corollaries, 
They took to selling scap'laffies, 
—A kind of bandage round the neck. 
Bullets and daggers hence to check ; 
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—Crucifixes, and agaas dels, 

Exported ia rast quaDttties] 

Rosaries, and beads, by oceans ! 

To keep their pray'rs in proper motions ! 

Besides this tackle, they'd a notion 

Pictures much aided their devotion. 

Or aided more the splendid shew. 

Which, ia their faitb, is (|uite the go: 

Making a dmrch like ^' Th' Exhibition ;" 

And equally, by same admission. 

The statuaries art was sought. 

Which might be pray'd for, or be bought, 

—For, like our officers of sherifis^ 

(In common appellation, bailiffs !) 

Who have to pictnres a great liking, 

A fact which true is, and most striking. 

Particularly, when got cheap, 

That is, when poor pale artists we<ep 

At small encouragement they get. 

And consequently get in debt 5 

Par tr^ference, lockM up all day. 

Hating ennui, — still paint away, 

But there the pictnres hang, or stay ! 

Thus there is a plain afiinity 

'Tweeh bailiffs gruff, and trade divin'ty; 
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Both too are lockers up we find. 
This of the body ,— that of mind. 
Sans falsity of our position. 
In fetters strong of superstition ; 
-—Why ! if the Pope was this to see^ 
He'd excommunicate poor me ! 
Thus I can't go to Italy : — 
—He'd clap me in the inquisition^ 
Where it's not known, that e'er petition. 
Was " order'd to lie on the table/' 
Though 'twas vouch'd as readable 1 

Perhaps our limbs might go to rack. 

For all this innocent sweet clack ! 

— ^And e'er allow'd to take departure, 

A gefntle dose or two of — ^torture, 

Administer'd with best intent 

To break our bones, though no harm meant ! 

Perhaps in Auto da fb way. 

Sent flaming into purg'tory. 

Where souls in|fmoky durance hung. 

Like Yorkshire ham, or rein deer tongue, 

Are, when so many years are past, 

Flavour'd for heavenly repast ! 

Should we not think it sad fatal'ty, 

To burn like Guy Fawkbs, in reality ? 
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And like another Phcenix rise. 

Up Spanish, or Italian skies ! 

Or more, to pacify those blades, 

Descend to purgatorial shades, 

Where they're condemned, so says the song, 

Till masses, like post obits — long. 

Or hecatombs, or sacrifices. 

Purge them of all their quondam vices, — 

We say, it would be father har,d. 

Were we to meet with such reward. 

Laurels too flaming for a bard ! 

Reader ! hast seen a ruffiano ! 

Stealing towards ye near the Arno ? 

Arm'd piously, for earth, or heaven, — 

With pistol cock'd, — ^with rosary shriv'n, — 

In case of mishaps, toute a fatty 

And not far off a sanctuary, 

*-Which shelters murderer's sad tricks ; 

For who shall dare to pass that Styx ? 

And though fve think it all a folly. 

The very walls themselves seem holy; 

Such is the case— he flees to church, 

Leaving's pursuer in the lurch ! 

Reader ! if you believe, or seen these. 

Taking your travelling degrees. 
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A kind of knowledge only got^ 
By sending common sense to pot^ 
And Faith adopting in its lien^ — 
It will explain, en ambigu, 
What Vd infer aboyt those times. 
So pregnant in Papistic crimes ; 
This retrospection will make straight 

The many things we've said of late ; 
— 'Twill plainly shew, in this our ditty. 
Their positive absurdity,—- 
Immuring lovely girls in stone waits. 
And thus defying nature's calls. 
Was one of all the murky evils. 
Invented by these saints ! or devils ! 
Thus, Heloisa be'ng so shut up. 
Her spirits soon became quite cut up ; 
She felt indeed the poison'd worm 
Consume her soul, as well as form ; 
She felt the gnawing at the heart. 
That makes the silent tear to start. 
The fev'rish heat, — ^too close a friend. 
Like raging battle without end, 

Between the calls of love and voivs. 
Made like a martyr to her spouse, — 
Stern fate, in pride of blooming years. 
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Tarn'd all her laughtar into tears. 

— 'Bove forty years* imprisonment 

Might well induce the discontent, 

Which is so plainly told in letters 

She wrote, whilst in these holy fetters : 

To this said system, which, we rue, 

—Trace all her degradation too,— 

Her lover was a priest, and she 

Kenn'd of his vow-— Celibacy j — 

She knew the priests kept cdncubin^. 

Though they of seventh commandment whine. 

She saw the finest girls in Paris 

Commit with priests all kind vagaries. 

But, chsp'd by pithars of the church. 

Their reputation not in lurch ! 

With such examples *ftnre her eyes. 

How can it any man surprise, 

She shew'd a laxity of reason ? 

When virtue was quitd out of season ! 

Besides, refinement then was low. 

Chronology itself will shew, 

—All of which bias, she shew'd sample, ' 

We attribute to church example ; 

FuLLBERT too, blgottcd old wretch I 

Why, all his faculties on stretch. 
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More sterile than Arabia's sand, 
— ^But with a mass book in his hand, 
Fiird a confessor's chair as well 
As Romeo Coates, or Sydrophel : 
He shew'd a soul as big indeed 
As mighty grain of mustard seed. 
And if the simile more fit, 
As useless and as small as nitf 
And as for Abeillarb, must state. 
We trace misfortunes of his fate. 
Just to the nature of the time, 
When lyedlock was in priest — ^a crime 1 

« 

Who then can wonder at these facts. 
Resulting from the then church acts ? 
Committed by " the Scarlet whore," 
Whose laxity's uncommon door, " 

Letting sin in, and out, at pleasure, 

^If it enrich her with some treasure. 

But, for the poor who have no pelf, 

" Go to the devil and shake yourself !"— 

The rich, invited to those houses, 

Ther^ to become, so call'd, " Christ's spouses ;" 

That is to say, in other words. 

Bring all their wealth to convent wards j 

Hence, plonks were sent out, (like mail coaches). 
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To barter grace^ — invite approaches,-— 
T' entice to holy sisterhoods. 
Bringing with them their worldly goods, 
LaTrappe, Pieta, Benedictines, 
Franciscans and fail* Ursulines, 
Carthusians, Brunos^ Carmelites, 
And all the other sorts of — ites, 
(Hittites except, and Perizzites :) 
Those grated sepulchres to all, 
TTiat useful is, or rational ; — 
For, we aver, a bad religion, 
With superstitious tricks, a legion, 
And its uncharitableness 
Is full of censarableness. 
As any government that's bad, — 
— Because, — it drives us mortals mad ' 
And so we censure one and t'other. 
As so much persecutiug bother. 
Fie on't ! 'tis an unw^eded garden. 
And such a system not worth farthing; 
A kind of cheating holy slave trade. 
Founded by " the Babylonian'' jade j 
And thus popes, cardinals, of yore, 
I must in tenderness compare 
To others in my eye, whose ends 
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Are aggrandizing self and friends, 

Who'd say, and do, where profit listed,-— 

And sacred truth itself hare twisted 

T' achieve their lucred pcunts, and thus 

Get through the world without much fuss ; 

"F would not at all 'rouise our choler, 

If they would say, Je sms vakur. 

Fans 4teSj II e^f, and so proceed, 

—Declining the said word indeed :*— 

And perhaps justly too, for nature, 

1$ a complying sort of creature ; 

Few And&sw Maevblls now are seen. 

Few Hampdbns, Sidneys, that hace been,-^ 

But there are many Edmund Buekbs ! 

Whose Christian creed turns out a Turlc's ! 

A pension, title, and a place. 

Relax the features of each face,— ^ 

And as old Walpole bluntly said. 

He'd many a day a patriot made 

Into a courtier smooth, and civil. 

By sending conscience to the devil ; 

We must indeed have eatables, 

As Digg'ry says, and drinkables, 

Beds, books, and chahrs, wine, sophas, tables : 

-TrBut hang it, need we purchase all^ 
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l4ke]Uu]i£er'».i«ferial faH? 

Am|)itiQB'a self siicMibl huve its boundis^*^ ' 

•^rrWbei^ ai^ we riuMuig too ? wby^ zsoood^ ! 

We quite indeed forgot our story. 

Our attic and our future glory. 

Forgive me, readers ! — I'll go sleep, 

And, not like Alexander, weep. 

Because he'd conquered all the world. 

And his victorious flag was furl'd ; 

I should weep more, if generous frieqd 

Would say, " You're poor ! TU money lend ! 

** To make your children comfortable, 

*' And not sit all night at your table, 

" Writing — ^what*s quite unsaleable V 

This might indeed my eyes suffuse, 

(And I'm so poor I couldn't refuse;} 

I'd say, " Old friend, to me yet dear," 

(These eyes would so with wonder stare), 

" Pray, what the devil brought you here ? 

'^ At same time, many thanks, d'ye see, 

" For this, your kind civility. 

" Farewell 1 may ye ne'er know the pangs 

'^ That some feel, who have got in fiangs, 

« When poverty makes one to groan, 

*^ Like rheumatism's racking bone." 
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^^ -^Adieu ! this truth bowe'er ye'U grant, 
^ People sleep sound when not in want,-— 
<< .^But then, may come the vile night-mare, 
^^ Et cetera, et cetera V 



END OF CANTO X. 



ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 



qANTO XL 



ARGUMENT. 

To youthful DUD8 adnce we give, how prefrably it is to ii?e with hat- 
bands kind, and rosy brats, than in damp cells floored with brick-bats; 
and how it must be still more pleasant to spend an evening com- 
plaisant, with any genteel friendly party, and then, go home laughing 
quite hearty at all the company they've seen, quizzing the whole that 
there have been. But we suppose we talk in vain to Nuns in Portugal 
or Spain, so occupied with pious anguish, they can't spare time to 
learn OUT ^fig laishe/ Here Abeillard is in Saint Dents*, nor 
earning fame, nor even guineas, but suff ring horrid persecution from 
vicious monks, who're all pollution. His book upon theology is burnt 

great success we can't but thiuk on). Fate seem'd our hero to im- 
portune, for aye, to get in some misfortune ; Saint Denys' title then 
arraigns, but gets so goaded for his pains, he quits thiat abbey for the 
desart, with one kind friend who took his part^ — and there, without 
the aid of cash, or e'en an architect like Nash ! built up a church 
call'd Paraclete, a roughlsh one, although 'twas neat. He with 
magnetic tongue prevails, (as loadstone rocks from ships draw nauls), 
t' attract six hundred wealthy scliolars, who come with pockets full of 
dollars;— his foes, wt^o^c^emfity |d^%^^d temper, assail'd with 
persecution semprr, forc'd him to leave this place for Abbey, (in con- 
sequence of these tricks shabby), whose monks were nothing but fox- 
' hunters, and mucb addicted to the hunters. Heloise too, one luck- 
less morning, was tnrn'd out — without quarter's warning, from Ar- 
OENTEUiL, 'cause SuoER old, thought 'twould enrich his copyhold. 
But Ab. who'd heard of his vile feat, presented her with Paraclete, 
which prospered much, for many people give wealth in shoals to 
female steeple. Our quondam lovers see each other— just as a sister 
and a brother ; — e'en this most innocent kind scene provokes his foes' 
malicious spleen ; be quits that place in deep despair for Gildas,— 
meets with still worse fare, on his quieiut they resolv'd^ (and monks, 
you know, could get absolv'd.) In fine, his troubles, without gloss, 
exceeded those of poor Pangloss. 
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CANTO XL 

W/ E must allow, with deep confession. 

The whole of book ten was digression j — 

If you'll excuse it, we will say, 

« Petitioner shall ever t>ray,'* 

A kind of lie wrote ev'ry day : 

" Your humble seirvant,'' write the proud. 

Of all odd things, «iid 'tis allowed. 

Whene'er ttiey say, *< Your most obedient,** 

A falsehood has been found expedient ; 

Says Quaker, " Thy ^sfured friend !*' 

But docs he prove so in the end ? 

For though we do not mean to rout them, 

There's something devilish sly about them. 
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Aod much of their fam'd inward lights 
Like gaSj goes out towards the night; 
In point of credit^ t'all intent. 
Their garb is worth full ten per cent., — 
Yea, verily, we love their dress, 
Thotjgh pride lurks there too :— yet confess,, 
Clean hands are next to godliness. 
— ^You'll please remember Hbloisa 
Was left in convent, just to freeze her, 
From all the warm concerns of life. 
She might expect as a young wife ; 
Nothing on earth shall e'er prevent us. 
In pitying her "mn est imentm: n 
As we can't bear such live church plunder. 
To ev'ry nun i' th' world we'd thiWMler, 
Don't take the veil ! run ofFl elope ! = 
•Do any thing, but dare to cope .;. 
With sacred ordinance on high, , , , ^^ , y 
Which is, ", Increase and MuitqpfJjr;!'', 
If di^d your mothers as you've doiie, . : 
The earth wo^uld b^ unpeopled §o<w?i,*-t 
A fig for M^jthup' SjWeeping broom,-T, 
There's food for all|r-Tas .^ell as rcipmjj , 
Besides^ i^iy dears ! thi^. heavenly marriage 
Prpduces many a s^dmiiscarriagj?,— , 
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For, nature's currents turn awry/ 
You waste, get thin, look pale^ and cry, 
— Losing the veiy name of action. 
Body and soiil, in such inaction I 
Did you ne'er see a mother young, 
Look on her ofispring, fond — and loi\g } 
Have you not watch'd the glist'ning tear - 
Of heavenly satisfacticm there ? 
When, the sweet babe is at th^ breast, 

TTt^re is of soCil a greater feast, 

Than chaunting choirs of riuiis can feel 

To images oi brass or steel ! 

Piping their notes in aweing turnings. 

Like those of rooks in April mornings* 

Did you ne'er watch your country cousins. 

Who children haive by pecks or dozens, 

And still increase and multiply 

In numbers most prodigiously ? 

Loving the last, still best of all. 

Which true is — joot apocryphal ; 

For nature,, al^rays, good and wise, 

Sheds its protection o'er the me; 

The same thing's with our pigeons, shewn. 

Who fondle, and who feed their young; 

But when they're grown up, are quite careless. 
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Knowing tbe/re stout^ and strongs amd iiMuies9. 

Dear. Nuns! I'd say, to those in Spain, . 

Your being immut'd ao, gives m& pain : 

I couldn't didure such walls of stone. 

As nuns ^iid anchorets have done. 

Like fivigrant flow'r, yon blpom to waste, 

— ^Wby, your complexion's mcnre like paste. 

Than that sweet touch of red wid white. 

That alwmys gladdbn'd »y fond sight $ 

—Besides, I'l^ heard that hoty f iters 

Have some unholy -^like desire j 

— Surely you'd never condescend 

To let these seaiMroWs on knees bend. 

Persuading you you've got ^Hgmatn, 

Like Father Girard, who was after 

Tickling Miss CAOii^iiB ^h, — ^these flams. 

And other consecrated shams ! 

As corporeal maceraticms. 

And chastising humiliations. 

And then expect seraphic zeal. 

After vile stripes they've made you feel. 

I r'ally wish, my dears ! that kings 

Would reconsider all these things. 

And open monastery doors. 

To baulk the monks who'd make you **♦♦**. 
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—-There'^OASuehitliing in all (Franks oow^ 
For BuoNAPAinwsaW thitmgk the row = 
Tlmtpriestoffaiidiiia()elorlniBdred yetrt^' ' 
Bottling ye up for «afie>*ior tearr p ' . 
— So would i sftf^^i'^s Hllirdu^h % irato(let, ^ 
Thus to prevent /tl^ekturnlng^«^^krofl0pcft ; 
*-Sad HBLbisEtook-ofi idost sftdiy. 
At things oflb^ ^till^ thns^iiding badly; 
And^ as for PjsnR Awmtfj^kn, > 
Hie victim tof a ^W nKxst bird;. 
Of all the iHd in life w^ do ktiow^y 
Aye, vfwst than liaving jvo ireMy rbind^ 
Was bis deficiency of t^s^; ; . . 
Matters bring thus so o«rt 6f place ; 
A few days after Hbloise vow*d. 
To monkish cell his tall frame bow*d, — 
Buriedhimself In doister'd walls, 
Vowing no more to think on girls. 
Not that he ever went astray^ 
(Speaking in metaphor that way j) 
Assuro'd Denys* monastic order, 
Whose monks he found in great disorder. 
Leading debauched sort of lives, — 
Oh, rare confessors to mens* wives 1 
And here he acted as I should^ 
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jStiidied, and read as miich as couid^ 

Giving the iumoes good rules^ 

Which they soon broke, both knaves and fools ! 

However,' here he tried anew 

What stem philosophy would do 

In vanqubhing a fimitless passion. 

And learning bring again in fashion. 

Putting those talents to good use, 

Which late had got into abuse ; 

Deep in monastic gloom, his eyes 

Hop'd for the sun of peace t Wise, 

And that th' admiring world might yet 

Heed him no- more, bat soon forget. 

No ! his retreat from seat of learning 

Was felt, and missM by the discernkig. 

And deputies came e'en to's cell. 

Craving those lectures they knew well 

By past experience were superior 

T* all other men,-r-to none inferior; 

JStill he refus'd, and they insisted 

His aid once more might be enlisted. 

Unfolding fairest science' sun. 

Which all allowed he'ad well begun ; 

But yet in vain ; they hence forebore 

To tease their tutor any more ; 
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And yet he view'd^ with deep dbgust^ 
His fellow monks do deeds accurst^ 
Albandon'd to most shftmefiil passions,*— 
And most delib'rate too— not rash ones,— 
Far Hen times worse than all the rest 
The abbot was ; in language blest,*-* 
That is, by calm expostulation. 
He tried t' affect their reformation | 
As well might he attempt to thaw 
The ice, our navigators saw, 
Encircling passage of North Pou^ 
As put such monks beneath controuL 
He then did publicly arraign, — 
Which put these monks to grief and pain. 
Disliking so to quiet amusements. 
Which Abbillard had prov'd abusemenU. 
He thence became quadruply hated. 

And one and all they then so bated 
Our bard, — ^that when more deputatkms 
Came, and offer'd great temptations, 
With mjuch entreaty to b^gin 
His learn'd and speedy lecturing. 
At last acceded, apd straight hence 
Three thousand pupils. made, ring^eufie* 
But sofne there are who prosper never. 



Althoug;lp^ tjiey're wCind^rfuIly elever^ 

With genius great, giflied too mucby 

Prudejijpe too Uttkyrr^r'of suoh 

An e«3yy and a qaiel way, 

They're moce liiilileky i^v'fy.day^ . 

Making their Menika by dcKZQBS^ 

Shunn'd too hj bMhers^ aonts, ^nd coiidilBj 

Thus in hotcwato' ?nms our baid. 

For so turn'd fate'ft |N««ai)ing card ; 

For other lecture(»f.0aiptyjbeiUBhcs>. .. 

Set them .to ope. their storming trenches^ 

And twQigroat ch^pa whd kfept.acdd'miea^' 

Came strutting forth mth. PoUis !:<*nd Dasiaae's ! 

LiOTui^PHua and Aft^BBftcms ' 

Were those, wha made tfab: plagtiqF ftttisy ' ^ 

And who weJt« then, iideorly seeiD6>> 

Professors of a pliftts^caurd RHJBtkd, 

Loading with l&^pntations foul, 

And slanders ouhiug to the^diil 

Of ABEihLABt}'s'ihe6hgj^ ^ 

But for what reason, heittr^i feiMyws why I 

Unless 'twa&xivtaliry and ambition ^ 

The^eouncil gr^at^ ki it^ retkibn, 

CondeitHi'^l M9^b6«^ Unto tli^ flamea, 
Callingvbim hei^ie Ir^kiidiiamea t 
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And then for peAance made tuna read 

The famous Athanasian creed. 

Then planp'd him into Soissqns' prison^-^ 

Indeed-r*they*d gkdlf ciit his wizen ! 

After a few days' durance vile^ 

Cauif d by their malice and their guile. 

They let him ibrth ^ he straight retttma 

To Db^vs' abbey ; soon he fnourns> 

On witnessing their table talk. 

Such impudence abroad would Btalli> 

Intemperance too^-^hiis, hand in hand. 

Did reel abpnty (wts won't say staAd) $ 

Thus pass'd he. then aonie tedious moons 

Among these holy drunken clowns; 

It happened one unlueky day, 

The learned ABBiLtARB might say, 

That their Saint Dbkys was ttdt he 

Mentioned in Scripture history, 

And said identity of saint. 

He prbv'd asi foeing-^^ather feint. 

For which authority indeed 

He had the venerable BbbB ! 

For this — he got insulted, vex'd. 

And ev'ry hour still more perplexM, 

Resolves to fly, but how to do't, 



/ 
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Was positively sore pat to't,-^ 

But, for the honour of our nature, 

There ne'er was yet unhappy creature^ 

Who did not find same helping friend 5 

And such — ^he found out in the end ; 

One of .the inonks of this vile flock> 

Whom we must call a hearty cock^ 

Help'd his escape through passage sly^ ^ 

Which he was up to, by the bye ; 

His feelings thus to torture put 

By each malignant ignVant butt. 

Must sure be much commiserated. 

To rancour's shafts, thus ever fated. 

Of jealousy, and dunce's pride. 

And all depravity beside ; 

But now he'd made his new election, 

He puts him under the protection 

Of Theobald, Champaigne's reigning Count, 

And stated all his woes' amount j 

Now, after what we've been detailing. 

Can it surprise, he had tl;ie failing 

To vaccilate a little here. 

After such persecutions drear ? 

He alter'd all his sentiments 

About Saint Deny s, fall intents 1 
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And begg'd forgiveness for his flighty 
No ! no ! said Aoam, full of spite, , 

If he returns not» be it stated 

» 

I'll have him excommuaicated. 
Or lose Jus cast^ a^ Hindoos say, 
When 0iod^r43S swerve from tV anciept wary, 
And Thsobalb too^ continued be, • 
Shall ne'jer get ,Qut from purg'tory, 
Forji by. my , deputated pow'r, 
I can releaae and bind each hour. 
Thus spoke the bloated red^nos'd priest, 
As if each day hefad had a feast ; 
— Here, I can't tell how Adam, took it, .< \ 
For Adam jovst then— 4dck'd the bucket ! « 
His sentence then was null and void« 
Yet ABBILI.ARD it ne'er enjoy'd^ 
For SuGBR, (who fill'd AbaM's shoes), 
Said, Ab. might go where'er be chose. 
Except to convent, or to ptkay; 
So priests were one and all quite' fiery. 
Imagine, thus, poor Absillaad, . 
Hunted like beast, unlucky bard.' 
And, as it were, outlaw'd at Nogbnt, 
His pockets low in point of V argent! 
living (n deaarts bltick and bare, 

z 
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Where "wm too great saj^pty of aabr ; 

Yet her^*^ buYldred scAiokfti Jbtttid Mm, 

And joyfully they ffH tfimotffid him, 

Xfistening to ABteitfcAltli's Mw teacbiB^, 

Somewhat resembliilg our fidd preaching, 

l%ii to one^ HiirtiB uiolre ^^ammatk^l. 

More to one, not sr6 fanatical 

As HABBAKtTK and MtrcKLBi^Atit^ 

And those lank itiiSili^t faair'd sons of fah%, 

Whose eyes Vy W ''*^ htAty," caTl'd day4%hts, 

Would shew you nothing but the Whites ; 

A worse than Calvinistic sect. 

Calling Afcfmsrelves « the God's el*ct !" 

*^ The ftecious P' %ires stitoge of speeefc, 

Predestinarlatis 8tlUl;e»di$ 

Putting Religion^ meek-eyM maidl 

Into an algebraic ^bade. 

Making t^batV phAtk and legible 

Rather unintelHgiMey 

Inventitig pious diagiltffias, 

And other mfy^tic sort of !tam», 

In manner of freemstsbniyj 

In mystery and blazonry, 

As SwEi>ENBOHGB mA Fabx«'s dofeie, 

GuioN and AitNPt, and ^nuwi4ov, 
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Fam'd Frawis Qvarlrs afid Witlliam Law, 

Who iuMlft Mft «f isecond sight. 

Stronger thuttQafiker's inwArd light; 

Also, the Presbyterians Scotch, 

Who largely deatt in tMift hotch-ptftch ! 

But ignotMce i^ v^ fated 

That to prefer, whft* Is iftflfttcd. 

The palpable dbsaire retalh, 

Clingmg toev'ry tWngi— (rtn plate :^ 

Presumptuoucr iMMtfil 1 is^H fdf Ihe^ 

To fix the ac^rieofCloid's d^re^? 

To say, <^ cmeV Aftiin^d d^ #iM be caih,'' 

The other siiry, Wb*t(^*eT his$ jilm. 

Of vicious lift to tesy pui^sti6,' 

And ev'ry honoui^bf^ trait csdiew ,• — 

If, thqs^ yMM ixmke i^^ion shine. 

Believe iHe^ 4t sbotf d ne'ei^ be mhie ! 

Go 1 'iMy a« ounce of charity. 

Leave o£F yoir pride alAld b!go%. 

And search iltie cifacte^'alf ihrou'gfk. 

Keeping hmniX^ Sti v!^ 

Ye then may gftefr some sfgiis of grace, 

Religion may re^tmm its place ; 

We must confess, otur gi'^t impatience 
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At bigot's want of comnKm aeoBe^ 

Through life's probation thua ^ dreaming. 

Like a mysterious Jacob. BEHMttN.:^—. 

Glad should we be to. cut.th^ bridle. 

Of €v*ry JAGG£]iNAi?TisH idol ! 

— ^But to jreturn unto our. tale .. 

Of him, shut out o' ttji', convent's pale^ 

Without the aid of architect. 

Built in these desarts, to. protect 

Him and his friea4 fromiBtornfryweathex, 

A hut, to shelter theQi together, 

And being both (With grace 'Kepiet&, 

A log house b^Ut callfd PaKaciste ; 

He got a grant of these .yiraste lands. 

Once the resort of lawless baofds ; 

And now the rivulets supply, 

Their thirst, (as Cocknies say, when ciry !J 

And for their dippers scon^r the forest. 

Which sometimes were indeed the poorest. 

Hard fare indeed, as one may say,. 

(As bad as midshipman^ half-pay. 

Nothing a day, and find yoprseilf. 

Thus are old servapts laid on.shelf {) 

Forbid it, eloquence an^l ta&te * 

Genius should ever rot and waste) 
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As we have said-^his andient scholars. 

And new ones too^ with lots of doHars, 

Soon found him %mt^ constraeted hats 

Of trees that heac oar hazel nuts. 

One would have thoiigfat Nash had been there, 

And rais'd thatch'd cottages so feir. 

As now he dcies for royal folks, 

Who have thejse whims^ or rather jokes,<««- 

For some say^io proverbial catch, 

<^ The Lord will soon look through the tbatph, 

" And spy tbe^h^re and naked rafter,." 

To each observer's downright laughter.; 

Howe'er,«: these enlej[^ri»ng boys 

Ne'er once refle<^ted ob those tdys, 

But slept as soundly in all weathers 

As some, on softest beds of feathers, 

Stretch'd on dried leaves, — a log of wood 

Serv'd fcHT a bolster, hud, yet gciod, — 

(Though 'tis supposed a creak o' th' neck 

Came on the first lew days^ or week ;) 

Still crowds came in, thus self-enlisthig. 

Each building huts, and twigs a twisting. 

And each the 6ther kind assisting. 

Till academic groves had ^prown 

Without a Wyatt, Rsnnib, Scans ! • 
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For Abcsllasol bad Und eensfisted 
To lectim Ibus, nor oneo repented 3 
Handred» m bmididb cihm dwB ymr, 
Hb themes j» th' opM air ta kearf 
And jet-^Ms ciMtrmtug sky atisne 
Began to ckNady*--«Kaft low'riiig seen» 
— For enemies M men hav>e had, 
Whether tliey*re good, or wfaelbcr bod, 
And such had he, bo^ tbeq and aftev. 
Keeping him evelr in hot water $ 
They envied his sttccessful teaching, 
Tlieir once fall dedts^^tbus overreachlBg, 
For by this time, tbrougjh eaab raoaiv^d 
Of pupils, be had greatly tbri^, 

Procured a good supply of atone. 

And timber planks,-^atraig^ tbeo tbaie ahooe. 

In desarts bl^, rebuilt ao maat^ 
A church, he'd caU'di the PAitii<U4rFja} 
Then NoEUiftT> S^mt oiFrmmntr^, 
Ani Sak^tBtAfunA^jiri both fivM aw^ i«^ 
Had WiJUfiAif l}cj|«TivGiiQi^ Uif'd thep. 
And CAitp^i^Tiw, th^t ftow> of m^r 
They both would hftv^.bi^euk ehffslifp'd SQ, 
For saintship theft w«$ aU th^ gO| 

And that old virgPy faw^d J9AVVV^t 



\ 
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How many aholyi^ swe«t hosannah, 
Would have keen said ancl sang,— not luirt. 
And all her life rfttold««-in paint. 
By Guido's Rubens^s, vte*ve notion. 
To propagate their great devotion ; 
These MinU arraign-d this dedication, 
And both rav'd oat a folmination 
Against th' bevetical presumption 
Of this baptismaUlike assumption ; 
They alienated all his Mends, 
(And such is soon dcme by such ends 
His scholars left him toq, he then 
Became the most forlorn of men ; 
Distracted, raving at his fate, 
He meant forthwith t'ezpatriate. 
When GiLjiAS abbot world forsook, 
Twas offer'd him, whieh straight he tookt 
With DoKB oir BanrANY's coniient. 
He quitted PARAotBTB, and went,— 
But left that safe in care of two-» 
And pray, what better could he do ? 
Who dagger sees by hair suspended 
Over a head so undefended. 
For no alternative had he, 

• • • 

Thus in the toils of treachery : 
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(l^his tratU.moflt ever beconfest, . . 

Of two great' eTiky choGBe4he least). 

For well he.knew by ldud^iteports» : : ' - ' 

Saint G (lo^s' abbejr out of 8otts> 

And worse thaa Dsvys' wtere 4ho6e friars • 

In their most wickcfd^ base desires,— • 

In fact, they were complete foxrbunters; 

And mach addicted to the banters I 

Conceive, dear reader I in that age 

How morals stood, for history's page 

Has deignM to let out some small facts, 

Which spe^k quite plainly of diurcb acts. 

Our Hero, Jeft in disouil lurch^ L 

Now left his old for this new church, 

And found it in such diepravation, ' i 

As far e](ceeded aught narration, 

Their cells were hung with skins of beasts. 

They gof 8iQ:dr.unk too at their feasts,-^ 

Alas I Ab« soon repents bis bargain. 

He could not comprehend tlk^ir jargon,' . 

Yet beggM th^'d mend their wicked liv^s, 

But, no I- they still kiss'd neighbours' vni^ 

Using their abbot like a hog, . 

The scene was worse than Stygii^n hqg; , 

Thus were <heir lives to God [devoted,: . : 
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\yith minds'tind bodies sa^E&ooh blotted^— ' 

He migbt hftve preach'd, (the morels the pity>) 

Virtue and truth tb a bandklLI^-^ 

As if our Hero'd tailor been ji. - .' !  ' u. 

Demanded ]cib4tlies to wrap^eoii ID, i : ' 

Piif ring froni ^ate and batter flats^ 

Food for thdr concubindfi and btnts^ * . j. 

And tried to frighten Aft. far Ofif, 

By taking ev'ry thing dear off 5 

Besidei, the Lord ov Gildas' «oil 

Exacted 'all he coutd'asH^'spcMl ! 

From PaHaclbtb, — ^this was a scene, ' 

Prodticing anguish deep and keen, - •- 

A state of learning, peace^ and quiet, 

Thus so eichang'd for lewdness, rfot,  ' 

None can appreciate but those,  

Who into company get, where — blows, - 

Taken and giv'n by fariiM prize-fighters, • ' 

Form all the talk in, they're ^elighters. 

Who know^ far 'less of Bacon,\Lock.b, 

Than baited bull, or fighthig cock. 

Perhaps ne'er line in Shakspsabb read. 

But Wbathbeby, DBBRBrrrj-4-they had! 

Can tell the pedigree of foaJ, ' 

And a fox-httntirig talfe,.quite.droIl, 
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B^^ttat the ntaHCOwbkd eoluwi^ 

And when GAsamu gets vicMiotts 

At Moulsey Haifrt^-ti» glorious! 

Such is th^ talk that's now disfilqr'd 

By those wbo^ msite this taik^*«r« Intci^ t 

Displaying thcMT wp*jry tale so •&, 

Like Tillietudleas ttfle^lwt*s soelry**- 

TIs true, they'll lispi 8«r a-a^^-ar^are ye I 

As if they meto^toflig^>or«car« y% 

Clipping Kid^ JbglisH like Mo\mik, 

With Bond^m^t gibberish th^ lA^i.^ 

—In the m^m^mf 4s Nw«wd« wife 

Led but ^ wriy, i«pr< <tf Hfej 

For, by )m l^tWt 'ti? IPW* dw# 

She dwelt on. iWflWe«tk)©ft.dev> 

In this sad slfltefef s^Y«n to«g yw'j, : 

And fi««ry flt^^ of bear frame 

Vibrated to bPfA^M^p'fi o»pe» 

And e^eh molt agoi^ng ibougkt 

Reminded liitr of ,^tbwi^ 

At higher 'wduelhfto *twn$ wtirAiw 

For thus het letten ,fdl Mt fyiih I 

What is a truce,^ itnlese emuplelje ? 

It may tie up ont'hands aod feet/ 



 ^ 
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But, yet vnletB l^ hearth Bgteimgf 
Deceit liat bebu our judgment feehg ) 

At Aagbnteuil was Hbxoisa, 
And, as if fate yesrdhM to teasii het^ 
SuGBR, the abbot of Saint Dbnvs', 
(Here Naboth'9 vmeyard story seen is), 
Cast his eyes MH on AiMXBimoiL, 
So avaricious, heart and soati^ 
Pretending papers to Imve found 
It to Saint Dkn¥s' Add belonged, 
And told the PoFK,*-Hibi woree than brute I 
The nuns were worldly, dissolute; — 
Which, from mdist vicious iiMin V iW work^ 
Was pretty impttdent and boM$ 
It did, as may b'infenred, succeed. 
Which made sad Hsloisb take heed 
Qf their ejectment, and (Ustiesa,^- 
For now she was tbeil* prioress, » 
That is, the second from the iMad, 
And might be abbess ^fore she's dc^d i 
Alas ! old SooBft, drunken savage t 
Turn'd alljidnff, quite pack aiad baggage; 
Some to a neighbouring convent weiit„ 
But Hbloisb to wide worid sent. 
Where, with a few companions lov*d. 
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She stay'4 awUtef tba» nidefy mof/fid ; . 

— Now^ AjB^i^ifABJ^ At Giu>AS heard il;, 

And much th' eyeot, ^poor mao I be fear'd it- 

Hastened disecUy tQ .Champaic:iib> 

In hopes the i^aoderers to gain, 

And seHt^ them in VARACuvrv, 

Never from thcnee more stir tWr feet ; 

He to that spot ihvited those. 

The wedded to celestial spouse^ — 

What joy to her I how blest hci lot 

To fed'she wasTiot qwSte forgot;-^ 

For seven long; years she jthought hi^i lost, 

Notf <me poorietter caose by poet ; . 

Two nieces of owr ABBii4UABn 

With HbloUa traveU'd bard, ' . 

Agnbs aild AoAT«A by naime, 

Who to the church gaVe up their fame; 

All now arriv'd «t PAitA<:;LBTB, 

To these podr nans a Wefit retreat ; 

But what a meeting ! to the pair ! 

Compared ivith those, alas I which wfeJr^ ; 

As roarbje cold, poor Ab'MRD stxipd; . 

Philosophy bad froze his blood. 

Sore with ill usage and affliction, 

Vex'd by his rivfil's malediction, 
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Stern, yet jfisign'd^ the abbot's fate • 
Was seen in all this sad WKit^k'd state y 
No longer now the sprightly l^eau^ 

Whom Hbxxxisa oncje kne;w, so, . 
But mortified, and deep subdued^ 
How chang'd theifigure.she now view/dl.- 
For she was only twenty-sevenjc i 
Still looking,-?— as the hancl of hefiven. 
Had cautipujs been to visit her. 
More roughly than that frame could bear : 
Hardly diminished were those charms. ' 
The cau^ of all those pas^ sdarmsi^ - 
Nor wereic^ifllguf'dby.tbev^U , 
Those features^ in the smallest ^cale,.. . 
Nor had monastic, glpom, pervaded 
Her toqe of mind, nor ,had it ja4ed. 

To harshness sour, her love to sever. 

Ah, no ! she gentle w^.^s ever, 
Glow'd with the sight of him she lov/d. 
Her eyes with beams of joy were mov'd, 
Benevolence and gratitude 
Fiird all her heart, there. welcome stood: 

She mighit have justly made reproach^ 
That sentiment did ne'er approach 
Her tender soul ; she might have said^ 
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<' What aieii» tbe sikttG^ you lave laid 
" On her "who ftur omtshone ybug Urn, 
<' And will ii6peris^ble ptcnrei*^ 
Oh, no ! so soft mitt her «itaotioflf9, 
She never harboiir'd Viakind notiovM, 
-— Forlorn atid tniseratde he. 
Exhorting them to foety. 
Made o'er the pAiiAxnjet^ and knd^ 
Into its (once dear) abhess' hands^ 
And then, with hcfavy h^art, And slotitr. 
To drear 9r. GihAfi' walls did go. 
Now, althc^h AniLLARi^ had gtt^ 
All he possesii'd, Hi^^Axt earth and beav«n, 
Yet poveity, #fth aspect pale, 
Bid Hbloisa aiid nam aissafl, 
And how cotrtd th&f inake utight resistance i 
Bat friendly neighboiirs tent assistatice, — 
MiLO, the Lord bv Kogknt, made 
Three forms, Ieis present, and with aid 
Of sonie tnore land tliat lay quite near. 
They managed well, their wear and tear; 
LdRD MiLo shew'd good-naturM turn. 
He gave all limber they cotild hnth ; 
And when his Hfece became professM 
In Paraclbtb, he them possess^ 
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Of right of fishery in the river,— 

Which shews he wius a lihttral givar j 

Hence they, when nbt ciflploy*d»*^itlne^-* 

Took out kbek htisktt, rod, ftii4 Km, 

And MgteA now uttd then for trotit, 

Or for au^ht tlse they x^oM ptiH Mt ; 

They re«d "ne* HaWKIn^, nor old WAtfOH, 

Such people wete not biorn-^^or thof^glift db ! 

Besides this Ldrd, there w^e sfome Kings 

PreSiitited her with stindry things;. 

And many noblemen who heard 

How hard these hapless nans had fkr% 

Gave revenues and betiefli^tionfs. 

And well were prayM for, by such actions, — 

And they deserv'd it, we confess. 

Who succour women in distress ; 

In fact, good luck march'd there victorious, 

To th' infant colony so glorious. 

Grave bishops view'd her as their daughter. 

As sister — abbots, — for none caught her 

At any time, in any way. 

But what was holy, night or day : 

The laity e'en call'd her mother, 

And crowds came tumbling o'er each other. 

Her sweet society to court. 
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Making the Paraclbtb resort • 

To visitors, both far aad near^ 

So much wa$ Hku>isb held dear* 

— But still there, rueful mooieDts w^re, 

When grace was nojt triumphant ther«. 

When love and nature would prevail 

In. spite of faith,— for thus we're frail 1 

When all her recollections drew 

The fleeting happiness she knew, 

And more, she dwelt on what had pass'd, 

The uncaird tears would flow quite fast j 

— ^Now ABBihhAJBLD repeats his calls 

To Paraclete's monastic halls, 

And they, delighted with his stay, 

Griev'd much when forc'd to haste away; 

Was there a man on earth so base. 

To envy him in such a case ? 

There were such hearts, and such are now, , 

That envy ev'ry one below 

These glorious vaulted, azure skies, 

Rank malice in their hearts and eyes j — 

The Eunuch, (thus said they with glee), 

Shews no insensibility 

To Fullbbrt's niece, and all her charms. 

Which now the poor recluse disarms 
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Of his phiiosoi^y and faith. 

His visit he repeated hath ! 

And some did e'en insimiate 

Doubts of his most unhappy state^ 

And Abjbillard was fool enougb '^ 

To prove it so, — ^to their reproof. 

And make his innocence appear ! 

Gods ! 'tis enough to make one swear,*—- 

It's quite as well'I was. not there. 

For, by the great King George's crown, 

I'd knock the coward rascal down. 

And he might take the law ten times, 

I'd thrash him though, for such mean crimes ; 

These wretches, (or it might be wretch) ^ 

Put all their faculties on stretch,. 

And hinted, shrugg'd, and shrugg'd, and hinted. 

What here — ^I'd rather not have printed : 

Alas 1 poor Abeillard withdrew. 

Was never from that moment knew, 

To move his kind paternal feet 

Within the walls of Paraclbtb ; 

Him Hbloisa saw no more. 

Which dire, event she would deplore 

As the last blow that fate coold gTve> 

Whilst here on earth her fate to live ! 

 A a' 
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To GiLDAs now he slow retnrDS,. 

O'er his deep grie&.iaeessant mourns; 

Yet here a new calamity 

Assaults with old fatality, 

The GijLDAS monks, who so iov'd riot. 

Determined on their pastor's qtitet, 

To kill him seemM their utmost wishes, 

Mix'd poison with bis liquors, dishes,— 

But all this fail'd; yet such their malice. 

They poison'd wine in sacred chalice, 

Yet still in vain ; then fall they straight 

To way*lay and assassinate,*^ 

One would suppose they'd speculated 

To have his neck then dislocated. 

Which was the case, some few days after, 

When's horse was drinking of his water; 

The monks still went on the old game. 

Nor could ejectment even tame 

Their lawless ways, they didn't mind that^ 

No more than putting on their bat ; 

What could he do?— he then appeal'd 

Unto the PoPK, to get all heal'd, — 

The legate did what was desir'd. 

The proscrib'd members all retir'd,— 

Yet fruitless all, — ^Fatb seems to blame ; 

Those that remained went on the same. 
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Or worse,— for iutbe.deptli.af night 

Foul murder tried ! — he l^kes to flight 

By subtcrniQeous pas&age lone. 

To these vile, monks perchance unknown j — 

Thus sore |)e9ftt, be well cpjnpares. 

As under Dio(^y«ius* snares, 

« 

By sword of Dao^pclies suspended, , 
On thread his very Kfe d^)ended ; 
About thiii time, his friend Philinth us« 
(For history this tale doth hint t'us,) 
In trouble got^ ask'd his advice, — 
Perhaps th' peoaaion might .entice 
To write, his lifei for ia sv ch estate 

*Ti& comfort to tb' unfortunate. 

And now to Pabaclet£ we'll turn, . 
Which prosper'd much^ the.reader'U learii^ 
Since five years past, when. Abbillaro 
Left it, compeird by fates mositJiard, 
But since,, great wealtk came .pouring in^ 
Where once soch.,povetty..w4s Sieen, . 

Ladies of high distinction sought, ... 
To get (M^fesa'd within its courts 
Bringing their fortunes small and great, 
T'enrich the favoured Paracletb, 
And to secure it all, the Pope 
Granted a bull, that none might cope 
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By dire ejectment from freehold. 

Which lawyers have too oft been bold ; 

Besides Gunjdriccjs, Romish priest. 

Did will estate somewhere i'th'east. 

And to this convent left the whole. 

Shewing he was a kind old soul ; 

Thus Heloisa, rich, protected, - 

By all contemporaries respected, 

Inpointof toeaU/i, become in station 

Happy beyond her expectation ; 

For wealth at least gives outward peace, 

Making all minor sorrows cease ; 

— ^But, hark ! the cock's shrill clarion crow, 

Gives decent warning now— -to go, — 

Besides, the streaks of morning grey. 

Through window shutters find their way, — 

ril to my pallet then repair, 

And bid six hours adieu to care. 

By blest refreshment of calm^ sleep, — 

For rebel eyelids will not keep 

Their sturdy watchings any more, 

They say, " Tis now gone half-past four !" 

END OF CANTO XI. 



ABEILLARD 4- HELOISA. 



CANTO XII. 



ARGUMENT. 

In tbi* our parting vadelictioo^ bow wide tb' effect 'tween truth and 
fiction as to finale, denouement, wbich novels short, or novels long, 
to readers shew in vulgar tongue, where happily all tarns out right, 
-—all married off, all ending bright! But not so here, — our tale in 
this, shews human nature as it is, — -just as we see in politics, ending 
in certain mournful tricks! — For, really there was a time, which shew'd 
a less degree of crime, when no informers were, or spies, which now 
there are, with sharp green eyes : in times of old, tbey paid in gold, but 
now tbey can't or won't,— we're told, and for some bits of paper flung, 
hundreds transported are, or hung ! Of old the workhouses were small, 
— now, they're as large as Tilnet Hall ! and where one pauper was 
seen there, hundreds 'pon hundreds crowd and stare ; — nature of old 
gave ruddy faces, they're seen now rouged up — such the case is; — of 
oldy our fields employed our yeomen, whose strength and courage yield' 
to ao men,-^but now, in steatn wotk-shops inclos'd, with children 
ragged and unhos*d, — whose pay, without the parish pittance, won't 
do tu give life fair acquittance^ — in heavy armour men once were, 
stays fitted now with nicest .care ! of old humanity had claim ! to 
sneer at rupture now gives fame ! Of old a prison was a cell, but 
now 'twill like a palace swell — see Maidstone ! rears aloft its head, 
as if in Kent all virtue'd fled ! And since through heav'n-born Pitt's 
wise sway, for poor rates, we've as much to pay, as was expended in 
the nation, t'upbold all JSngland's reputation ! Of old, could give 
a friend a bottle, — but now, so dear and bad, 'twould throttle, — and 
formerly a pot of beer could w^tb its strength the spirit cheer, when 
three-pence halfpenny the quart,->rbut now 'tis doable near, — ^and 
naught: — oh, blessings too 00 atatesmen's skill, who wisely fram'd 
their fam'd corn bill, — the ports still open to each vulture, thus 
favouring our agriculture! Of old, we'd Milton, Pope, and Swift, 
now Southet's muse must give a lift, in laureatic sort of taste, like 
that fat weed that runs to waste ; — of old, we'd Richardson and 
Fielding, hut now / we've female pens so yielding to laud transac- 
tions of the stews, in dear liaisons dangereuses ! Of old, we'd 
Chatham, Burke, and Fox, — but now! a brood of bantam cocks, 
• who crow and strut, and strut and crow, — but what more such men 
think or do, except at levees kissing hand, I never yet could under- 
stand ? And now ! all England's pockets' mourning, for those old 
times past all returning,— but then we've soup and saving banks ! and 
penny charity's odd pranks ! — Thus is the change from good to bad, 
like tale we're on, all true, but sad, for Abeillard, who wrote his 
life to's friend Philinthus, made such strife in sympathizing Heloise' 
breast, her griefs awaken'd stood confest ; love in that heart which 
ever burn'd, with tenfold strength had now return'd ; he's chai^'d 
by saints ! of heresy, who get him damn'd, in secresy, namely he's 
excommunicated, — h^ makes appeal, alas, thus fated !— and goes to 
Rome — but, ah ! one day, in taking Clugny by the way, falls sick, 
and at Marcellus dies :— his Heloisa lorn, then tries t' obtain 
his body, which, doth get, and buries it in Paraclete. She lives a 
widaw iwtoty years— 4ind then she quits this vale of tears. 
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CANTO XII. 

X HE letter which the abbot wrote 
To's friend Philinthus, here we note, 
In confidence was handed round, 
(As vampyre poems are, which wound,) 
And read to others, copies taken. 
Each recollected fact thus waking,— 
Soon reach'd those ears most interested, 
And all the feelings keen, arrested 
Within the Paraclete's white walls. 
Alive to sympathetic calls. 
How Hjbloise at eyery line 
Would, sigh a0d weep, still love, and pine 
At each sad paragraph of ditty, 
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Felt all th' emotion of soft pity ; 
Retiring to her cell forlorn. 
O'er all her griefs so deep to mourn. 
Her nuns perceiv'd, commiserating, 
Those looks perturbed, and palpitating, 
Most tenderly the cause inquir'd. 
Of her they so rever'd, admir'd ; 
She told them all her woes' sad story, 
Of joys so fleeting, transitory, 
And they, in sympathetic sighs 
And tears that gush'd from swollen eyes. 
Gave all that friendship here can give. 
To sufFring mortal doom'd to live :. 
But Abeillard's dread situation, . 
Afflicted more by his narration. 
Than her own. recollect ions drear. 
Not one bright ray her hearjt to cheer ! 
She instantly resolved to write. 
Such was her grief, dismay, and fright ; 
She calls him, (and we think most oddly. 
Though it might be, she meant it godly,) 
Her master ! husband ! and her £atber ! 
And her dear lord, she calls her brother ! 
Herself, his daughter, and handmaid 1 
His sister! and his wife (once made). 
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" Confest, she look'd for comfort there," 

But soon succeeded pale despair^ 

Begs him to writie, and that, most often. 

Their fates identified to scrfiten, 

For where 'tis done in any grief. 

It then produces some relief. 

And the condolence of kind friends, 

Disarms the arrow's barbed ends. 

The sufferer feeling less each day. 

By each fond tribute they may pay ; 

Descants on charming intercourse 

Of letters soft, — that sweet resource, — 

Thanks to the genius that invented, 

When friend to friend becomes presented :-— 

Tells him avoid St. Gild as dangers, 

Those fox-hunting, unholy strangers. 

He'd hapless lately got among, 

Vot'ries of drunkenness and song; 

Reminds her husband of those ties 

Which bind him to her abbey's cries. 

Who to him look up as their father ! 

Founder ! patron ! saint ! — and rather, — 

As females inexperienc'd, weak. 

Whom all attention must bespeak. 

For how are they to brave the storm, 
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Without the wise good rules he'd form ? 
Reminds him what is owM so wear, 
(Whatever dbligations dear 
Attach to the devout and good,) 
In her's, concentrated^— or shoald ! 
She gently hints his great neglect^ 
E'er since she did those vows e&ct 
At his command,— the world she left. 
Of ev'ry comfort, joy bercft^-^ 
And when consuming canker-w<Mfm 
Prey'd on her spirits, and her form. 
And five years grief had worn her down. 
His silence tielp 'd those griefis to crown ; 
Was this then ail her poor reward 
For love excessive,— rail she'd dared ? 
— Avows, h^r passicMi blazes more 
For him, her lord ! her conquoror ! 
That e'en in prior days, when hie 
Shared with her all felicity j — 
And now, if uoreturn'd, not strange. 
To think she's made the poorexicfaange 
Of her reluctant, convent life,—. 
Now more than weeping widow'd wife :— 
Not zeal, (she adds) nor aiigbt devotion 
Gave to her soul the least emotion. 
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When thus immur'd ; — refiects^ with paio^ 
Where in that act couid be herein. 
If his concern for her thus flcw> 
And all his love so st«m withdrew } 
Did she like wife of Ijot look back^ 
Or once, at his desires grow slack 
In early days, when e'en her duty 
. Was sacrificM fbr's worth and beauty ? 
Why then suspicion mean and sty, 
And cold neglect's averted eye, 
Be her sad i^ecorapenee for love. 
Which greater far than his did move ? 
Alas I her unprotected state, 
And mental anguish of her fate ! 
No sweet communion of the heart. 
But disappointment's keenest smart, 
Inflicted on her by that hand, 
Which might her fainting virtue fann'd 
Into a calm, and holy quiet. 
He ! he alone could 'saage the riot : — 
When he stands by — ^tis lovely all, 
Felicttv itself-— at call, — 
Then nothing dilfionlt or frightful, 
'* And conqu'riog then wottld be delightful ! 
— Gods ! 'twas indeed a charming letter,— 



364 

She's made posterity her. debtor ! 

How rarely has such love been seen, 

So gentle, though acutely keen, 

How freely spoken ! how impartial ! 

Reproach itself she doth so marshall. 

That e'en in accents of reproof 

Its edge appears not, — ^kept aloof: 

We'd fain excuse him if we could. 

Of his direct ingratitude. 

And yet — he might — ^though seeming cruel. 

Desire to damp, — not feed the fuel 

Which might break out into a flame, 

Too fervid far to easy tame ; 

He wish'd — to still the rising storm, — 

These are th' opinions we must form 

For's Stoic apathy, accounting, 

So shewn to love, all love surmounting ; 

The moral te^ndency,— 'tis plain. 

Is censur'd o'er and o'er again. 

By each reflecting, virtuous mind, — 

But yet,— e'en thus — let's not be blind ', 

Remember ! t' whom she thus is wjitiifg. 

That lover ! husband ! once delighting^ 

Nor did she judgment crucify, 

Or her great passion justify. 
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She treats it as the height of weaicness. 

Yet with a most impassion'd meekness : 

Ohi ne'er had Lovb the welcome face 

To find such able advocate^ — 

For ev'ry lover's interest. 

As told by her, seems told the best. 

What were th' emotions of our bard 

On reading this, (or if on guard, — 

jFbr stern philosophy can shield 

From Cupid^s darts — and keep the field !) 

We do not learn, but this we know — 

Nought should but Death's last cruel blow. 

Each fibre of his mortal frame, 

Dead'ned to Heloisa's name ; — 

He must its tendency have felt. 

For apathy's own self 'twould melt ! 

— ^Yet he in poor supine reply 

Exhorted her to piety. 

And little else did she find there, — 

But commendations strong — to prayer I 

In truth, he writes, as distant, cold. 

As one monk would t'another old. 

Such was that frigid, poor reply, 

Not all his woes could justify 

To such a womani and his wife. 
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Words cutting with (too pious I) atrife ; 

Imagine !*^when sheM sent her letter. 

She thought~it might have been done better, — 

Repented — she had s^^id so much — 

It might offend in such, or such, — 

An anxious throb would come agaio^ 

This, or that part, might give him pab — 

Imagination works — the foe ! — 

Her ling'ring messenger so slow, — 

Impatiently, the hours, (she thought) 

With heavy slnmb'ring now were caught, — 

Perhaps, — her letter might not reach 

Her Lord ! — how faltering then her speech ; 

From GiLDAs' monks he might have hurried, — 

Or poignards in that breast— be buried ! 

Oh ! heavy hours of anxious care ! 

Thus — ^feelings lacerate, and tear, — 

Far worse than getting pounds and pence, . 

Are agonies of long suspense : — 

Then — should he write — what then the tidings. 

Would he be kind, or prone to chidiogs ? 

— ^Thus tossM ! with agitation burn'd, — 

Her messenger at last returned, 

Bringing that answer to th* abbess ; 

And here, we beg the reader-^guess 
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the inanitioa of tb«l heart. 

When under disappointment's smart. 

When expectation has been raised, 

And hope's bright lines thus all deiac'd ! 

He best can tell who's felt it all. 

What she then felt, — at (what we call) 

Those cold and inauspicious lines. 

Which cruelty itself refines : 

For not one single sentiment 

There to her feelings gave content; 

His prose she to her sisters read, — 

Who saw tb' assassin's dagger dread 

Arm'd at his persecuted life, — 

To heav'n they knelt t' avert the strife ! 

Such their foreboding fears ofs death. 

The prayers he'd sent, — they could not breathe ;- 

But in her desolated breast. 

Worse — horrid thoughts ! all stood coofest. 

As disappointment and suspicion. 

Ingratitude, and that collision 

Her unavailing love had made, — 

Religion I passion ! — all a shade ! 

— ^Again she writes to ease the pain 

Caused by his gloomy, cool disdain ; 

Tells him, ^' She sees his faithless heart 



368 

Has played desertion's cruel part,-^ 

Instead of comfort ? — nought but death ! 

As if his last expiring breathy 

Breathed o'er the page she just received. 

Thus adding to those woes so griev'd ; 

Instead of drying up their tears. 

He'd raised a thousand direr fears, 

And heaven, (she adds) in broad display, 

Shews t' her fate's mournful scroll each day,- 

And fortune ! — as in foulest rage. 

Has blotted all life's future page. 

Her venom'd darts from quiver full, 

As from Medusa's hissing scull, 

Has left no place to fix one more, — 

Now bleeding, pierc'd at every pore : 

For, as in former days, unbounded 

With joys entrancing, all surrounded. 

So now intense is her afiliction, — 

Beyond fate's sternest malediction ! 

While they their guilty revels kept. 

Justice divine indulgent slept ! 

But when in marriage' holy forms. 

The hand of God was wrapt in storms ! 

Accuses then herself and sex, — 

The £v£s, Dalilahs, such as vex,--« 
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Qaotes Solom ow, who late in life^ 
Became idolatrously rife, 
By women's arts, — the patient Job 
Felt matrimonial probe, — 
And deems herself the cruel cause. 
Of all th' efiect of this drear pause ; 
She then discloses all her weakness,"— 
That love at war with pious meekness,—^ 
Her penitence is — shew exterior ! 
But th' inward sense is base,-^nferior! 
Dwells on those fascinating days. 
When in enjoyment's brightest blaze 
She shone, — ^but still the wonted fire 
Is unextinguished, — ^won't expire, — 
In dreams lov'd phantoms reappear 
In mockery, to say, what were,< — 
And e'en at th' altar, mid the chaunt ' 
Of holy nuns, th' ideas haunt, — 
And the deep flushings of her face, 
Betray forlornness of her case, — 
Then his dear name-^in spite of caution. 
Near th' altar utter'd — 'midst devotion \ 
Reminds her husband of her youth. 
How hard her struggles for the truth :-^ 
But hey much older, had been spar'd,*-^ 

B B 
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Who'd her I^eea feelings nrreflf ^har'd ; 
Avers to th' world so wiUiil, bliiid> 
Virtue dwells only ia the miod* .. 
And not in outward shew 4dd garb. 
With all hypocrisy'* vile daub ; ^ 
Confesses then her love aiiew^*-^ 
No bays victorioi^ are her due i 
A crown of «self-denial-H^v€r 
" Can she deserve^ or did &be -evfcr V 
— ^There ne'egcjarasj^t^'^ulii^et seed, 
Which to the mod'rat^i d^Hj oar keen, 
The moialistt -philosopher. 
The man of pleasure, e'eviidi^.itf^i: 
Improvement and e'en ed'fiontioa. 
As may befpWMl in this Da«rafioi)>; 
Indulgence, as with kindred. veU, 
Covers those .parts which nci^y be fiwuH,-*- 
If any really are ?— let those 
Utopians ! Jauadic'd and morose^ 
Whose heads^so teeni in odd direc^Uoi^fc 
Of super-humanlike pecfiectio^ « 
Say, if of weakness th)^ ponfe^ioB, , 
Can by consitxuction or profession. 
Be caird attf^chi^at .a«^ht ^mrioc^ 
Howe'err{iEi0|i(dioMi4y l»tie ^ 
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Inpity^ (hece 'ids ^eeoliected^) 
He W8» not ov^r mubb-ftfiaeted 
By her remOAStraooe most ^pathetic^ — 
So frozen now mws tbis Ascetic ; 
And yel;, he sees her.perturl^ationf 
But tries bf oalnn expostttlfltioii 
To wean b^&Qm these tMngs df -earth, 
To which himsoilf, (Kh roan 1) gavelnrth ! ' 
He says, ^' Against JE^v^enee she tries, 
And (with most far^fisicb'd sophistries,) 
She ought applaod'their separation ; 
For biMiQvnedS (wfaeve is iW -oocaiiion } 
And ci)0)&iMy adds, ishe was^the cause 
Of this <6yentl««4it • which >we pause ! — 
Desires-— in Jjier iwild thoughts revolve 
How most int^foptete^wos their love, 
E'en nft^r ^jmciiage, 4a «}! plaees. 
Their anteoedl^nt;89fit<^re8&es. 
So most contin»Al> land gross $ 
CalIs,-^bftvii9gieai;(ibfy.ohiIdren,— hIidss ! 
And that she's belter iiibw«-^(hy far,) 
Rearing her splendid c^lspriag, for 
The Heaven iib<we,>«^tfaan WtliP beneath 
Tdls hersbe.changes eurseof'EvB 
For Mary*s. blesping ;— To'believe 
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Those iiands o'er bible now employed. 

Might be unworthily — alloy'd $ * 

Confesses, love had no foandation, 

Beyond a sensuHl gratification ;-^ 

His passions sway'd him, (not hisbearti) 

From which unwillingly did part ;^ — 

How both were guilty, — yet that Gdd 

O'er one had sent th' afflicting rod, — 

For such his 'dispensations were— 

Then sends her a long Latin prayer !'' 

— Here's a confession ! black and white, — 

We hardly thought that man could write, — 

And we should think him m^nest wretch,' — 

But,— that he put his truth on stretich. 

Foisting in most unwholesome way. 

The vilest sentiment-Hxmld say 

To curb those tumq)ts,r-she confessing — 

So are we put to hinting, guessing ! 

E'en selfishness itself could not. 

Make man proclaim himself— that ^L<y^ ! 

— ^'Tis true, indelicacies here,— 

Perhaps, ioiv^parable were 

From such a subject, which that age 

Witnessed as well in talk, — as page. 

— He/e 'tween them there's a pause, or resting. 
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In correspondence interesting, 

For he who thought his duty done, 

Let patience* slow-pac'd hour glass ran, 

Until it had desir*d effect 

On her, he could no more protect, — 

And she, with humble, gentle view, 

Saw's piety, and judgment too, 

Superior to her own ; then staid awhile. 

Ere writing more till hope might smile; — 

And hope did smile and peace did reign 

Within that breast once fill'd with pain. 

— In course of time the fam'd St. Bernard, 

Then a great man, and very learned. 

Visits the Paraclete, and sees 

One quite as learn'd, — ^in H£]:x)isE, — 

And is quite charmed with th' abbess 

With AsBfLLAjEiB, alas, far less ! 

For Bernard was so orthoddx. 

Like many a modern pious fox. 

Picking out holes in neighbours* coats. 

And then, with charitable throats, 

Question the motives of another,— 

So made this saint his saintly pother i 

He^vilified to her ! — ^her lord ! 

Calling him, — heretic ! unheard ! — 
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Yft*ve often thought orthodox mea 

Will part with honour «o^ a»d theB,— 
AndiiMt8Q% and rdigiofk tooy 
All put aside— to scrv^ a "view ; 
Such caus'd the mobs i» sevianteea-ejgbty. 
With chttf ob and king CJfy, ^6p and weighty. 
Resumed again each five— *t6n years. 
Like oA^r pidbs, to ilaiae cor fears, 
Tyek^ one's kyalty still faster. 
By apprebcinsion of disaster }^^ 
Thus did Saint B*RKABD-*-pious,— rery. 
And also WitLiAii dm ThiiiArt, 
Charging with heresy at SiKHs, 
Ab'llard now aged sixty-one! 
Condemned, unheard too ! satfh their scope, 
Which wasf confirtnM by the then Popb ; 
His book was order'd t6the fire, 
Sb to be burnt by comiwori cricr^ 
The wretched mAn «ets out for Romb, 
To crave a parfon from his doom, 
But takes iti ChVUnflt by the vtray, 
Where sickness thade him lottg to sfayj 
BERNAiti) ahd Ab. are rcconeii'd. 
Which Clugny's prior had beguil'd ; 
Judge how alarm'd were those friends sweet. 
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Who gfoc'A the celte of Para€Lei»i — 
Thfifa ketsd witik dfeadful.af^ioii 
Of his s^d ex:comiiuihic«lioii^> ' ' . 
With kindest greetings did! he seod^ 
To tell h» troubles at an end^ 
The Pope his sentence did Yelax, 
(Though p6pe$ do rarefy ykld liie wax). 
Now Abxiixard remains at CLtTONir, 
Preaching tki words of mrtk and honey. 
And findsy or ttiinks he finds^ that peace, 
When life's lOud tempests all did cease. ^ 
Bat can one mortal e'er withstand 
Stern death^s inevitable htod ? 
Can even learning, genius, save ' 

Possessof from the damp, dull grslve > 
Can title, pageantries, orpow'r 
Avert that all-subdning hoar ? 
E'en infidels so thoughtless, daring. 
Who nought beyond this life are caring. 
And look to rot in earth — like bea^t ! 
Annihilate !<*-to worms a feaat ) 
Can such then talk with flippant puck } 
When time points out the dbok has struck ! 
And then to lodge among the dead^ 
In a dark vault, and bed of lead ; 
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Wheu the grkd tyrant takes the fields 
He makes both prince and peasant yield ; 
And thus he th|reaten'd Abbu«lard, 
Philosopher, divine^ and bard: 
His health declin'd, he heetic grew^ 
Eternity appeared iii view,-*- 
To him, who'd felt enongh of grief. 
He saw i'th change, a blest relief; 
Yet Clugny*s monks so kind, so zealous, 
Mov'd him for air to Saint Maecbllus, 
But nought avaird this trial new,^— 
His soul from earthly body flew 

Up to those nmnsions in the skies, 
Where joy is aye, and hope ne'er dies. 
He died when he was sixty •tljreej-t- 
Who'd drank in cup of misery 
Deep to its dregs, beyond most tnen, 
Franck ne'er will see his like again ! 
Good Clu6N¥.'s abbot wrote to her 
In that kind way, as she might bear. 
The end of him to her once dear. 
E'en 6ow she was but thirty-nine ! 
Thus victim'd in new cause to pine. 
And mourn o'er one for ever lost,— 
Thus shipwreck'd, — ^after be'ng so tost; 



377 

She writes to b% her l^uabaod's eoise. 
And as some solace, last resource. 
To bury ^im in Paraci^stcb, — 
There laid beneath her trembling feet. 
Weep o^er and pray for his ^p^ose I 
Which was refused by monks morose 
Of Saint Marcbj^lus, wh^re he diedy— 
Who in his relics took great pride; 
At last good Clugny's abbot, by 
A stratagem, or holy He, — 
After few months, (so stories dole it) 
Obtain'd the coipse; — in fact he stole it • 
'Tis now to Paraclbtb convey 'd^ 
Guess ! wailing tears of each chaste maid. 
As well of her, who'd reason most 
To weep o'er him, once erst her boast; 
Imagine now the obsequies, 
Performing o*er his bier, the sighs,—- 
For e'en to th' dull and unbelieving. 
There is a luxury in ^eving. 
Especially when mournful shew 
Of sable and funereal woe. 
Are so imposing to the sense. 
As paralyzing heart most dense. 
Sad Heloisb in widow's weeds. 
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On soiT^IW'ban^iMb now, and fee^;-^ 
Yet after tmie to CttfiwY-wrotiBj 
Begg'd the ffS&NMbct now* tO' note . ^ ' 
Her BOH A«itcHiAiifes^-*bcft twenty,' 
Nearly of itg^;' Witk knowfedge plenty,— 
Conjurei»'Ifi^tind pl^^tetna! iii(). 
To faiiire tbe y^tfa a prltfst soon made. 
Or to adopts attd set him thriving. 
In other words^*— give him a living : 
All which he did, so Idik^ to please her ; 
Alas! Ihe widow Hbloisa 
Liv'd on fbr more than twenty y^ars. 
Since she hai shed those ftin'ral tears 
In imftvttflteg grief and woe, ' 
Within stoi^ walls imtnur'd up so. 
And now old age creeps on apace. 
Furrows had litf d that once fine fiice. 
For e'en decrepitude doth seem 
To shew oiBfyontltfttl d»y9--as dream ! 
The abbess now was sixty-two,— 
When king of terrors came in vi*w ! 
To those in misery— surest fiiend, 
(And may all find so in theif end !) 
Tis but exchanging tale of tears 
For realms of joy for endless years. 
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A barter for a be«riie<iiif birtb> 
Which all must gm, trtko here on earth 
Have j astly IVd,-— have tudrcy shemi. 
Which tkeivTs retum'd beyond'att boon ; 
And e'en with tliose «i}io apr'd indeed 
True penitence* will istiU snciceed^ 
Disarming death kbdl of fioigs^ 
And even the corporeal pailgs^ 
Endur'd with meelmees, refl^gnation> 
If we've done rightly in oar siatimDu 
All thb she felt ; ber finrae's decay 

Foretold approach of endless day. 
Her languid eye» tod pid«e'9 beat^ 

With idlit^ beetle, fever b^t^ 
Telling its final tale on earthy-— .., , 

Would she exchange ? , Oh, no 1 thcdear^ 
Of vigorous health and that of miad . 
To be restored, — not now she'd fii^ 
Or joy, or aught of satisfactiw. 
Her hopes beyond all earthly action. 
Beyond the mundane pasaions' roar ^-* ' 
She'd then her weeping friends implore 
To let her breathless corse be prest 
Close to the side of himi— «t rest I 
There with her husband^ and her lord ! 



380 

Him who in UCe she so ador'd. 

Now in a cold emhrtiiee to lie. 

Nor death itsdf their fiites untie 

And now sunk nature could no more^ . 

The sepulchre's grim yawning door 

Opened to take harpacting breath, 

Beneath the iey htod of death. 

Her lovely spirit flew away 

On Sunday, seventeenth of May, 

Eleven hundred sixty^three,-— 

— ^When shall we such another see ? 

All authors have distinctly stated. 

Their ashes never separated : 

There was she piac'd 'midst nuns' kind moans 

In cofBn holding Ab'labd's bones ; — 

And when, (near forty years ago). 

Their relics were expos'd to view. 

All that remain'd of him, was dust — 

Except his skull, — and state we must. 

Its thickness was uncommon, striking. 

And so was hers — ^in this ! — as liking ! 

And all her teeth of lovely white. 

Though for six centuries — ^in night ! 

And their remains were — (in that fray. 

Which freedom mourns — and will, for aye !) 
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RemovM to Paris, and there plac'd 
In ancient monumental taste,— 
But since, to cemet'ry consigned 
Of Pere La Chaise, by favour kind 
Of Louis Dix-huite and his court \ 
With exhumation rage thus caught ! 
As to the son of this fam'd pair, 
AsTROLABUS, of bcauty rare. 
He in the church preferment got,-— 
But of his life, — all's now forgot ; 
He probably, (as we may say). 
Held noiseless tenor of his way, 
Unemulous of fame or glory, — 
And therefore, sinks in after story. 
— Now, gentle reader ! if thus fkr 
You've honoured us with eya or ear. 
Allow us, pray! a few lines more. 
To bring some wind up,-*-just before 

Your minds,-*^inquisitive, or not,* — 
Why we this subject took, or got ? 

Tis this, we ventured ta suppose 
An old tale drest in newer clothes. 
Might please the age, and by such act 
To interweave of moral fact 
Elucidation less, or great. 
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Whether of manners^ or of State. 

We don't pretend when be'ng historian, 

That we should ifhen *dl straight to glorying 

In insipidity^« doll pride, 

With all our fuosions laid amde ; 

To be unf»:e)ttdie'<d) ('tis truei 

Is what few authors keep in view), 

Then^no more interest's displs^'d 

On leaves of >book, than leaves >that fade : 

And if no pasty j then no book 

Would find one rjeader in-t to^loolc ! 

We've therefore, raiaitded hoe «ad4iierei 

But in no instance h«vis wag*d war 

In all the storyjvsi before ye, 

(Shew your indolgepce, wein^ploxe ye!} 

As to the factc;^ Q^re .jreigns np fiction. 

To such, we'.ve^pot.j^a interdiction s^-r 

For having .no jpoetiCipow'iv^ 

Have nev^ Qvi\Y4 poci^ic flow*rs— 

Wreathing fi>chftpl6it Ao hf^guile 

A temporary teai;, prvSmil^* 

All told by,BA^iL^ f^ AiABOisjB, Popb, 

To be relied >pn'iS^h^re,-..^we hope ! 

All that DucHBSKj^i JPfioisian QKAVf^ojamip 

Spjbncbr and Madai^ have e'c^r Qff^% 
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In point of accuracy's ]toI4» 
Although in way quite new, und bold. 
Petrarch, we clare to, safely state, 
As Abbillarx), not near so giea^,-— . 
And Laura, — ^poor 1 wJbeia^Da&k'd with her, 
The gifted, 4oveIy Hei^msa*! 
Who'd every inoble vequisite 
JNature bestow -d, (to <i»0r tail 'sight), 
In her best hnmour, €^«i)f the kindesty*^ 
All must adoiit .that fiEictiT*«tbe<bUnde9t ! 
For she'd great beauty, then. her teiopet 
Mild, genjtJie, iQQ«K^Qt,«-^Qd aiaiqperi 
I^efttn'd «8 4b'>^nMi0t learned' of the iSig^, 
Who can be nam'd fcom hislory's 'page ;f— . 
Her soul was Roma«, nonie sgar'd higbsr. 
And all that heart — a heart of fire ! 
Her letters plainly all this shew. 

Though written in the deepest woe. 
Yet as for Abkillard, — ^'tis fear'd. 
Vile selfishness its crest had reared 
Within his heart 3 but then his foes 
So pow'rfully did all oppose 

(With bitterness), he said and did,— - 
And their exasperation hid 
Behind church veil of discipline 4 






Making his anguish doiifoly keen, - ' *^ 

Afigftf sour, pervert that noble mind. 

Once so aflectionate and kind. ^ 

Now, reader, we will say farewell ! 

And* if in story which we tell 

Sad blemishes niay be displayed,— 

Then, thus I'd say, or have it said. 

The fairest fohns in na;tare are ,^\ .. 

Some imperfection dootend; to bear ; 

Remiember ! — «?€— in life's vagary, 
Oftslgb, humaimm est etrare ! ^ 

— ^But— if weVe cheated you of care. 
Lightened up smiles, — ^whepe none th^e were, 
Weil copnt iipon 'em as a treat, *- 
Lastii^ until again we meet. 
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THE END. 
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